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Scaredy Cat 


by John Murray 


Characters HELEN (Tremulously): Uncle Leo, can 


GreG COLLIER, a private detective you hear me? (Pause) Uncle Leo, 
HELEN PorrTeR chief benefici- are you in this room? Can you see 
Tom Drxon j aries in Leo us? Can you give us a sign that 


CyntTu1A MEADows Porter’s will you’re here with us now? (A crash of 
Mr. FLEMING, executor of the Porter thunder is heard offstage, a cat 
estale screeches eerily. GREG enters right, 
Mrs. Meaas, the housekeeper carrying a large cat. He flicks the 
Bitz Layton, the family black sheep switch near entrance and the room is 
Susie, Cynthia’s maid flooded with light. HELEN and 
Time: Late evening. Cynruia jump to their feet.) 
Serrinc: The drawing room of Leo Cynruts: What’s the matter, Greg? 
Porter’s mansion. You almost frightened us to death. 
Ar Rise: Heven, Tom, Cynruia and (Sees cat) Did you have to bring 
Mr. FLEMING are seated in @ semi- that thing along? 
circle at table downstage right. The Grec:I stumbled on the cat in the hall, 
only light is offered by a solitary lamp Cynthia. | hope he’s not hurt. 
near the table. Outside, a heavy storm HELEN: You ruined the seance. 
prevails; thunder and occasional gusts ‘Tom (Rising): I’m glad of that. (To 
of wind are heard. Each person at the FLEMING) Is this seance really neces- 
table holds hands with the person on sary, Mr. Fleming? 
either side. FLEMING: It complies with your uncle’s 





wishes, ‘l’om. His will specified that 
we were to hold a seance the night 
his heirs arrived at his house. 
Cyntruia: It’s pretty fiendish, if you 
ask me. 
Tom: Let’s wishes. 
After all, he left us well-to-do. 
HeLen: I wish you wouldn’t talk like 
that, Tom. Mr. Fleming, how long 
must we stay in this house? 
FLEMING: You’re free to leave tomor- 
row, if you like. We read the will 
today, and J think that everything is 
in order. 


respect Uncle’s 


Tom: Yeah! Everything is fine! I sup- 
pose Uncle was pretty generous, but 
why in thunderation do we have to 
share the estate with that? (Points 
to cat) 

I'LEMING: Leo Porter was very fond of 
Mr. Timothy. 

Tom: It hands me a laugh! 
realize that that fugitive from a 
violin bow is worth fifty thousand 
dollars? 

HELEN: Stop complaining! Mr. Timo- 
thy was more faithful to Uncle Leo 
than any of us. 


Do you 


None of us had 
visited him in years and years. 
Cynruia (Defensively): 1 was abroad. 


Tom: You came running when you 
heard that dear Uncle left you well 
fixed. I guess it will come in handy, 
Synthia. 
maid now. 


You’re down to your last 


Cynruta (Dramatically): Don’t be so 
righteous. 
ning to give away your legacy 


I suppose you’re plan- 


Tom: Nope! I’m going to build a real, 
flashy summer home. No haunted 
house like this for me. 

Cynruia (Yawning): I’m going up- 
stairs. I’ll have to help Susie pack 


my things so I can get away tomor- 
row. Really, Mr. Fleming! This 
place is terribly understaffed. 

FLEMING: Mrs. Meggs, the 
keeper, was the only person in the 
employ of your uncle. Unfortu- 
nately, her sister was taken ill. She 
had to go to her immediately. 

Cynruia: It’s a good thing I brought 
Susie with me. (She walks to right 
exit and turns to Tom.) Coming, 
dear? 

Tom (Laughing): Yes, Cousin! 
exit right.) 

Heven: I think they’re terrible. They 
don’t even think about Uncle Leo. 
FLEMING: Your uncle always said that 

Cynnie and Tom were pretty worldly. 

I can’t say that I blame them. This 

seance business and everything. I[t is 

very strange! (Walks to Greco and 
cat) I’d better feed Mr. 
Timothy. He’s worth a great deal of 
money. A great deal! It’s getting 
very late. I’d better straighten my 
papers for the probate court, and 
we must still hold the seance. (He 
takes cat, nods to HELEN, and exits 
right.) 


house- 


(They 


strokes 


Heien: We’re finally alone, Greg. I’ve 
been trying to speak to you all day. 

(;xneG: Thanks for the compliment, 
Helen. I thought that you had for- 
gotten your childhood sweetheart. 

Hrten (Laughing): I couldn’t do that! 

(GREG: I certainly haven’t forgotten the 
Sarah Bernhardt of Lincoln High. 
(HELEN makes depreciating gesture.) 
You were really a marvelous actress. 

HELEN (T'rying to change the subject): 
Well, it’s certainly been a long time. 

Gre (Nodding): Fifteen years. Every- 
thing’s changed since then. 





HELEN (Resolutely): 1 still want to talk 
to you! 

GREG: Yes? 

HELEN: What are you doing here? 

(;rEG: I told you that Mr. Fleming 
hired me to help him close the legal 
matters. 

HELEN: I won’t buy that! I heard 
about your detective agency. You’re 
not a lawyer. Mr. Fleming didn’t 
hire you for that. 

GreEG (Shrugging): 1 guess you have 
me there. No, he wanted me here for 
another reason. You see, Mr. 
Timothy is probably the wealthiest 
cat in the world. Fifty thousand 
dollars! 

HELEN: How does that affect you? 

(ineG: Mr. Fleming hired me to protect 
Mr. Timothy! 

HeLeN: Greg! Who ever heard of a 
bodyguard for a cat? 

(;rEG: It’s not so impossible. People 
have been killed for less than fifty 

If anything happens to 
Mr. Timothy — and there have 
been danger signals — his share will 
pass to the remaining heirs. 

HELEN: You can’t be serious! Do you 
think that Tom or Cynthia or I 
would harm the cat? 
(GREG shrugs again.) I’m sorry | 


thousand. 


waht to 


ever came here. 

(GREG: I’m glad. 
again. 

HELEN: It isn’t like it used to be. This 
was such a happy house, and Mrs. 
Meggs was wonderful. I miss her 
terribly. 

(;REG: She’s expected back in a couple 
of days. (HELEN sits on sofa left.) 
He.en: I’d like to see Bill again. 

(;reG: He’ll never come here. 


It’s good seeing you 


Your 


uncle was pretty sore at him. 

HeEveEn: That was such a long time ago. 

GrkEG (Nodding): Leo Porter never for- 
gave Bill for joining the Navy. Your 
uncle was not a forgiving man. 

HELEN: Yes, | know. I’m sorry that 
Bill was cut out of the will, though. 
After all, he was as close to Uncle as 
the rest of us. 

Grea: Let’s not worry about Bill now. 
I’d better get outside and start pro- 
tecting Mr. Timothy’s precious hide. 

HELEN (Rising): Please don’t leave me. 

GreEG: Does the house bother you, too? 

HELEN (Nodding): I’m afraid. I can’t 
explain it, but it’s like sitting in a 
theatre waiting for the curtain to 
rise. | — 1 know that something is 
going to happen. 

GREG: Easy, there! 
dramatic as Cynthia. 

HELEN: Maybe I’m pretty silly, but [ 
can’t stop worrying. That seance 
business is horrible, too. 

Gree: I don’t get it. What brought it 
about, anyway? 

He en: Mr. Fleming said that Uncle 
Leo was interested in spiritualism 
before his death. 

GREG: You don’t believe that nonsense. 

HeEven: I don’t know what to believe. 
Uncle specified that we were to hold 
a seance the night we arrived at the 
house. 

GRreG: I think it’s stupid. 

HELEN (Quickly): There you go! We 
shouldn’t condemn something that 
we can’t understand. Take Arthur 
Conan Doyle, for instance. He be- 
lieved that spirits could return to 
our world. 

GreG: That may be true, but I hope 
they return when I’m not around. 


You sound as 





HELEN: So far we haven’t been able to 
make contact with Uncle Leo’s spirit. 

Gree (Laughing): You sound like a 
ham radio operator. 

HELEN: Please be serious. I suppose 
that Mr. Fleming will make us go 
through with the seance later. 

Grea: It’s a good night for one. Listen 
to that wind! 

Heen (Loudly): I know that some- 
thing’s going to happen. Look! If 
Mr. Fleming’s right, then some- 
body’s trying to kill the cat. Why 
should the murderer stop at that? 
Tom and Cynthia and I are heirs. 
The murderer might want our share! 

Grea: I never thought of that. Better 
take it easy. 

HELEN (Nodding): I don’t intend to 
lose sight of you. 

Grea: See? I told you that you still 
had a crush on me. 

HeEvEN: Crush? I want protection, Mr. 
Detective! 

GreG (Soberly): Mr. Timothy needs 
some, too. Mr. Fleming must have 
fed him by now. Would you like to 
help me take over? 

Heven: O.K., but if anyone ever told 
me that I’d be nursemaid to a cat in 
a haunted house, I’d tell him he was 
stark, raving mad! (They exit right. 
The stage is deserted while storm rages. 
Finally, Sustz, in maid’s uniform, 
enters left. She peers cautiously 
around the room. Ascertaining that 
the stage is deserted, she beckons to left 
entrance. Brit Layron — enders. 
Susix’s nervousness i8 apparent.) 

Susie (Quietly): Everyone must be up- 
stairs. (Briu nods.) I’d better get up 
there, too. Miss Cynthia might be 
looking for me. 


Buu (Bitterly): If she’s as spoiled as 
ever, she must really keep you 
stepping. 

Susie: She’s not too bad. I’m used to 
her now. 

Buu (Gratefully): You’ve been swell, 
Susie. It was pretty darned brave to 
smuggle me into the cellar and keep 
everyone from knowing that I was 
here. 

Susie: Please be careful, Bill. 

Buu: I had to come back! Leo Porter 
was my uncle, too. He wasn’t such a 
bad guy. He was pretty rough on 
me when I left home, but I wanted 
to see the world. 

Susie: You lost your inheritance. 

Britt: Yeah, but I met you. It’s a 
small world, all right. I wonder what 
Cousin Cynthia would say if she 
knew that her maid was an old friend 
of the black sheep of the family. 

Susie: Don’t feel like that, Bill. 

Bru: I know my shortcomings. I was 
headstrong — and I made a mistake. 
That’s why I had to come back. I 
want everyone to know that I didn’t 
desert Uncle Leo. I want to tell 
them that I don’t give a hang for his 
money. I’ll straighten them out. 

Susie: When are you going to see 
them? 

Bru: I'll make my appearance in a 
little while. I wanted to see the old 
house first before I met my cousins. 

Susie: O.K., but remember — mum’s 
the word about my getting you in 
here. (Bruu nods. Heavy pounding is 
heard offstage left.) What’s that? 

Bit: Somebody’s at the door. 

Susie: What am I going to do? 

Britt (Quickly): Answer it. I don’t 
want anyone to see me yet. (Susiz 





glances around for a suitable hiding 
place. She notices window drapes up- 
slage center.) 

Susie: Get behind those drapes. (BILL 
complies as Susti& exits left. Presently, 
she returns escorting Mrs. Meaas, 
who wears hat and coat and carries a 
suitcase which she puts on the floor.) 

Mrs. MecoGs: Mercy! It’s a terrible 
night. (7'urning) What did you say 
your name was, dear? 

Susie: I’m Susie, Miss Cynthia’s maid. 

Mrs. Meaos: How nice! Are all the 
children here? 

Susie: Yes, ma’am. 

Mrs. Meaos: It’ll be wonderful to see 
them again. Really, I haven’t seen 
them for almost fifteen years. They 
were still quite young when Mr. 
Porter’s sister took them to live in 
the city. Bill stayed with Mr. 
Porter, you know, but then he went 
away, too. I wonder whether they’ll 
remember their old housekeeper. 
(Susie glances nervously at drapes as 
though anxious for Mrs. Mraas to 
exit.) 

Susie: They’re all upstairs. Wouldn’t 
you like to see them now? 

Mrs. Mecas: Of course! It was a pity 
that I wasn’t here to greet them. 

Susie: Yes, ma’am. 

Mrs. Meao@s (Annoyed): I can’t under- 
stand it. I received a wire that my 
sister, Hazel, was ill. I knew the 
children were expected this week, 
but I simply had to visit my sister. 

Susie (Glancing upstage center): Yes, 
ma’am. I hope she’s feeling better. 

Mrs. Meae6s: Hazel? She never felt 
better in her life. She couldn’t ex- 
plain the wire, but she said that she 
never sent it. 


Susie: That’s strange. 

Mrs. Meaos: A practical joke, if you 
ask me. I’m so annoyed! And I was 
needed here so badly. I even left 
poor Adeline in her condition. (Sighs) 
I’m home now. That’s the impor- 
tant thing, but I’d like to get my 
hands on the practical joker. (Sud- 
denly) How is Mr. Timothy? 

Susie: The cat? He seems quite well. 

Mrs. Meaas (Smiling): Adventure- 
some little fellow. He’s always run- 
ning away from us. He was missing 
when I left last week. 

Susie (Impatiently): I’ll take you up- 
stairs. 

Mrs. Meaas: Mercy! I could walk 
through this house blindfolded. I 
must get rid of this wet coat first. 
(Picks up suitcase) I'll be in my 
room for a few minutes. (zits right) 

Susie: Bill! (Bru steps from his hiding 
place. ) 

Britt: Old Mrs. Meggs! 
changed a bit. 

Susie: She’s a friendly old soul. 

Bru: She’s been Uncle Leo’s mainstay 
for years. 

Susie (Puzzled): 
telegram? 

Bru: I can’t figure it out. Maybe it 
was a practical joke. Or else... 
(He pauses thoughtfully.) 

Susie: Yes? 

Britt: Somebody might have wanted 
her out of the way. 

Susie: Why? 

Cyntuia (Calling offstage): Susie! Oh, 
Susie! 

Susie: That’s Miss Cynthia. 
better go. 

Bru: I’ll see you later. 

Susie: What are you going to do? 


She hasn’t 


What about that 


I'd 





Bit (Grimly): I'm planning a_ nice 
little surprise for my cousins. 

Cyntuia (Offstage): Susie! Susie! 

Susie (Loudly): Coming, Miss Cynthia! 
(To Bri) Please watch your step. 
(BILL raises his hand in a gesture of 
confidence. Susie exits right. Bru 
prepares to exit left as Mrs. MracGs 
returns right. She has taken oj her 
hat and coat.) 

Mrs. MecoGs (Surprised): Bill Layton! 
I didn’t realize that you were here. 
(BILL turns.) 

Bit: Hello, Mrs. Meggs. (She rushes 
toward him and embraces him warmly ) 

Mrs. Meaos: It’s so good to see you 
again. I told Mr. Porter that he 
treated you too harshly. 

Buu: I deserved it. 

Mrs. MrcGs: Nonsense! 
to be on your own and your Uncle 
Leo didn’t like that. 
Let’s forget the past. 
seen your cousins yet? 

BiLu: No. 

Mrs. Meaas: We’ll them to- 
gether. There are a few questions 
I’d like to ask them. 

Bit_: What do you mean? 

Mrs. MrcGs: Unless I miss my guess, 


You wanted 


Never mind. 
Have vou 


meet 


someone entered my room while I 
was away. 
Bitt: Maybe it 
woman. 
Mrs. Mraos: No, she wasn’t here this 
week. I locked my room but there’s 


was the cleaning 


another key. 

Brut: Why should anyone want to en- 
ter your room? 

Mrs. Mgac6s: I have my suspicions! 
(Quietly) | that 
scoundrel would stoop to anything 

(Suddenly) 


never thought 


so low. Come to my 


Theres something that | 
want to get. 

Bit: What’s that? 

Mrs. MeaGs: I was frightened in this 
house after your uncle’s death and I 
obtained a license to keep a gun. 

Bitt: Mrs. Meggs! You sound like a 
desperado. 

Mrs. Meaos: Never mind! I might 
need it before this night is ended. 
(She takes his arm.) We can get to 
my room by the back stairway. 
(They exit left. Somewhere a clock 
chimes The raging storm 

and (REG enter 


room. 


eleven. 

mounts, HELEN 
right.) 

HELEN: I’m so mad! Mr. Fleming in- 
sists that we try that wretched 
seance again. Where’s Mr. Timothy? 

Gree: He’s safe enough. I put him in 
a nice little box by the kitchen 
stove. 

HeLen: Are vou going to leave him 
there? 

GirEG: I'll look in from time to time. 
Mr. Timothy took to the kitchen al- 
though Mr. Fleming said that the 
summerhouse was the cat’s favorite 
haunt. 

HELEN: The summerhouse? 

GREG: It was a little house near the 


garage. It burned down recently. 
HELEN: Yes, I saw the place. There’s 
not much left of the house. 
Gree (Nodding): It happened a few 
days after Mr. Porter’s death. 
HELEN: What started the fire? 


GREG: Fleming thinks it was started 
deliberately by someone who wanted 
to kill the cat. 

Heven: That’s incredible! 

Gree: That’s why Fleming hired me. 
There’d better not be any more 





mysterious fires. (A scream is heard 
offstage, followed by running foot- 
steps. Finally, two sharp, static gun 
shots are heard. GreG runs out right. 
Further confusion is heard offstage. 
Cynruia, Tom and Susie enter right.) 

HELEN (Frightened): What happened? 

Cynruia: I didn’t wait to find out. I 
heard gun shots. They came from 
somewhere on the second floor. 

HELEN: Greg’s up there now. 

Tom (Sarcastically): Our private eye is 
a brave man. 

Heven: If you had any gumption, you 
wouldn’t be standing here 
(FLEMING and Btu enler right. At 
sight of BILL, SUSIE gasps.) 

Cynruta: Bill Layton! 

‘Tom: Our long-lost cousin! 

HeLen: What happened, Mr. Flem- 
ing? 

FLEMING: I heard the gun shots. | 

She 


how. 


rushed to Mrs. Meggs’ room. 
was lying on the floor. (Significantly ) 
Bill was with her. 
HELEN: Bill! 
Bini: It’s O.K., Helen. 
anything about it. 
Cynruta: I thought that Mrs. Meggs 


I don’t know 


was away. 

FLEMING: She came back unexpectedly, 
I guess. 

Tom: Why doesn’t someone 
doctor? (GREG enters right.) 

CiREG: That won’t be necessary. 


call a 


The 
woman is dead! 

Cynruia: Horrible! (Hveryone regis- 
ters shock and fright.) 

Tom: Why would anyone want to kill 
old Meggs? (CyNnruia stares suspi- 
ciously at Buu.) 

Cynruta: I know someone who had a 
motive. 


Bitu: What are you talking about? 

Cynruia: You always resented Mrs. 
Meggs. You felt that she turned 
Unele Leo against you. 

Bit: That’s a lie! 

Cynruia: What are you doing back 
here? 

Tom: Yes, answer that! We thought 
you were on the other side of the 
world. 

Bitu: That’s my business. I wanted 
to tell you headstrong little fools 
that I thought as much of Uncle Leo 
as anybody, even though I didn’t re- 
ceive a cent of his money. I wanted 
to prove that I wasn’t afraid to 
come back and face you. 

Cynruia: How noble! 

Susie (Suddenly): It’s true! (CYNTHIA 
stares at her in amazement.) I’ve 
known Bill Layton a long time and 
he wasn’t interested in Mr. Porter’s 
money. ‘Vhat’s more than [ can say 
for you! 

CyYNnrHiA: Susie! 

Susie: Don’t act so surprised. I’m en- 
titled to my private life, too. I’m 
tired of catering to all your stupid 
little whims. You can do your own 
work, for all I care. I quit! 

‘Tom: Bravo! 

Susie (Defiantly): And V’ll marry Bill 
Layton tomorrow, if he’ll have me. 
(BitL walks to Suste and puts his 
arm around her.) 

FLEMING: If you'll all be quiet, we'll 
get down to business. 
been murdered, 

Heven: Poor Mrs. Meggs! I can’t 
understand why anyone would want 
to kill her. 

SustE (Slowly): I think I know. 

Cyntruia: How could you possibly 


\ woman has 





know? You never met Mrs. Meggs 
in your life. 

Susie: Yes, I let her in a little while 
ago. She told me that she received a 
wire to visit her sick sister. Her 
sister wasn’t sick and she didn’t send 
the wire. 

Grec: Someone wanted Mrs. Meggs 
out of the house! 

HeL_en: Why? 

GrReEG: I can’t answer that, but when I 
can, we'll solve our mystery. When 
Mrs. Meggs came back tonight, the 
murderer had to kill her. 

Briu: I saw Mrs. Meggs, too. She told 
me that someone had tried to enter 
her room while she was away. That’s 
why she took me to her room. She 
had a gun and she wanted to get it. 

Grea: Yes? 

Biiu: She got the gun out of her suit- 
case and we started for the drawing 
room. I don’t know what happened 
after that. Something slammed 
against the back of my head and I 
went to my knees. I heard the gun 


shots. When I returned to my senses, 


Mrs. Meggs was on the floor. The 
gun was there, too. Someone must 
have pulled the gun away from her 
and shot her ——- someone who wanted 
it to look as though I had killed her. 
(GrEG looks at the back of Briw’s 
head.) 
GReEG: You have a mean bruise there. 
Bru: I told you it was the truth. | 
don’t care if you believe it. 
Cynruia: Will the police believe it? 
FLEMING: I’m going to call them now. 
Grea: I’d like to look around Mrs. 
Meggs’ room again. Maybe there’s 
something there that the killer was 
trving to get. 


HeEveEn: Wait for me! (They exit right.) 

FLeminG (70 Btu): Seriously, things 
look bad for you. 

Susie: He didn’t kill Mrs. Meggs. 

FLeminG: He was with her when she 
was shot. 

Buu: So was the murderer! 

Cynrui: It doesn’t make sense to me. 
Mrs. Meggs didn’t share in the 
estate. 

Brit: Look! 
thing. 


You’re forgetting one 

I was able to get into the 
house. Couldn’t someone — any- 
one — do the same? 

Cynruia: An intruder in the house! 

Buu: It’s possible. 

Tom: That’s a comforting thought! 

Cynrui: I don’t intend to stay in this 
place another night. I’m leaving 
now. 

FLEMING: I’m afraid that’s impossible. 
After all, we have a murder on our 
hands. The police won’t want any- 
one to leave. 

Cyntuia: The police! 

FLEMING ([gnoring Cyntuta. Reflect- 
ing): You opened the door for Mrs. 
Meggs, Susie? (She nods.) Did she 
say anything unusual to you? 

Susie: No. She told me about the fake 
telegram, though. 

FLEMING: Nothing else? 

Susie: I — I can’t remember. She was 
angry, I know. 

Buu: Wait a minute! I was hidden be- 
hind the drapes when Mrs. Meggs ar- 
rived. (Gestures towards drapes) She 
said something that I didn’t under- 
stand. 

FLEMING (Quickly): Yes? 

Britt: Don’t you remember, Susie? 
Mrs. Meggs said she was upset be- 
cause she had to leave Adeline. 





Susie: That’s right. 

Cynruta: Who is Adeline? 

Tom: Maybe it’s Mrs. Meggs’ sister. 

Susie: No, the sister’s name was 
Hazel. Mrs. Meggs said that she 
had to leave Adeline to go to her 
sister’s. Adeline is someone in this 
house! 

Cynruta: I’m sure there’s no one else 
here. (GREG and HELEN enter right 
excitedly. GREG carries a saucer.) 

HEvEN: Mr. Timothy is gone! 

FLEMING: What? (Grimly) Greg, I 
warned you to watch the cat. 

GREG: I saw him a few minutes ago. 
He was in the kitchen then. 

HELEN: I’m sure the cat was ill the 
last time I saw him. 

CyntTuia: What are we going to do? 
There’s fifty thousand dollars roam- 
ing around loose. 

Tom: Where did you get the saucer, 
Greg? 

Grea: I found it in Mrs. Meggs’ room. 
It’s pretty unusual. 

Britt: What’s so unusual 
saucer? 

Cynruia: Yes, it isn’t one of the flying 
kind. 

Gree: It’s an ordinary saucer, all 
right. I’d like to know what it was 
doing in Mrs. Meggs’ room. 

FLEMING: You should be looking for 
Mr. Timothy instead of wasting time 
on that nonsense. Why shouldn’t 
there be a saucer in her room? 

GreG: I found it on the floor. And 
look! (FLEMING steps closer and in- 
spects the saucer.) There are a few 
drops of milk on the side. 

CynTuiA: So what? Maybe the saucer 
belonged to Mr. Timothy. 

GreEG: No, I don’t think so. Wouldn’t 


about a 


it be rather unusual to feed the cat 
in Mrs. Meggs’ room? When the 
cat was in the house, he always 
stayed in Mr. Porter’s den. (FLEM- 
ING nods.) The cat spent the rest of 
its time in the summerhouse. 

Heven: Then that would mean — 
(Stops suddenly) It’s getting very 
late, Mr. Fleming. Shouldn’t we get 
on with the seance? 

FLEMING: There isn’t time for that 
now. We must find Mr. Timothy. 
HELEN (Slowly): Maybe Uncle Leo 

can tell us about the cat! 

Cynruia: Are you kidding? 

Gree: Helen’s right. After all, Leo 
Porter stipulated that the seance be 
held tonight. 

I'LEMING: Yes, that’s right. 

Cynruia: I can’t go through with that 
nonsense again. 

Tom: Second the motion! 

Britt: What’s the matter? 
afraid? 

CynruiA: Don’t be silly. 
nothing to hide. 

FLEMING: Very well. Arrange the 
chairs, Tom. (Tom straightens the 
four chairs around the table.) You’d 
better add another chair. Bill’s with 
us now. (Tom draws a fifth chair to 
the table.) Greg, will you snap out the 
lights? (GreG snaps switch at right. 
Stage is lighted by floor lamp near the 
table. Susie stands left, anxiously 
watching the group. GREG remains 
by the light switch.) Helen, will you 
please try to contact your uncle’s 
spirit? (Silence prevails, punctuated 
by the storm.) 

Hevten (Shakily): Uncle Leo — can 
you hear me? Won’t you speak to 
us? (Crash of thunder) We're wait- 


Are you 


We have 





ing to hear your voice.  (Stlence) 
Uncle Leo, won’t you speak 
(HELEN moans. When 
again resembles 


to us? 
she spea ks 
Mrs. 


n this 


vOuce 
My murderer is i 


her 
M £GGs’. ) 
room! 

Cynruia (Rising): Good Lord! 
not Helen’s voice. 

Tom (Tensely): Sit 


That’s 


down! 


(CYNTHIA 
sus. ) 
HELEN 
This 


THIA 


(Using Mars. MbGcGs’ vowe): 
Mrs. 
Then WieLEN speaks 


this is Meggs. (Cyn- 
screams. 
in her natural voice.) What do you 
want, Mrs. Meggs? (Voice changes 
to Mrs. MrcGs’.) Beware! Someone 
in this room will kill all of you. He 
killed me and he’s planning to kill 
you! (She moans and continues in her 
natural voice.) Who killed you, Mrs. 
Mrs. 
(Cyn- 
THIA sereams again as 1} LEMING rises, 
He 
exit right as GREG snaps on the lights. 
Quickly, b LEMING into his 
pocket and draws out gun. He levels 


gun at group, gesturing for GREG to 


(Voie changes to 


Meggs? 


MucGs’.) My murderer is 


rushes to 


almost upsetting table. 


re ache ; 


join the rest.) 


Heven: It worked, Greg! Fleming is 


our murderer. You were right! 

FLEMING: Fortunately, none of you 
will be able to prove it 

Tom: You can’t kill us! 

FLEMING: No, but [’ll be miles away 
before any of you can give the alarm. 
The phone is disconnected, you see. 


I didn’t 


police about 


want anyone calling the 
Mrs. Meggs (To 
H_EN) I suppose I should compli- 
ment you. You were very clever 
HELEN: You’re a fiend! 

: That’s eruel,. 


FLEMING (Smiling vers 
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After all, my little plan was simple. 

Grec: Yes. You realized that as ex- 
ecutor of the estate, you would have 
controlling interest of Mr. Timothy’s 
fifty thousand dollars. 

HELEN : Something went wrong. Shortly 
after Uncle Leo’s death, the summer- 
house burned down. Mr. Timothy 
was killed in the fire, wasn’t he? 

FLEMING: That’s right. I found his 
body and buried it Mrs. 
Meggs realized what had happened. 
I didn’t tell her anything about it. 

He_en: You knew that we were ar- 


before 


riving in a day or two. You were 


going to lie to us, too. 

You realized that none of the 
heirs would stay here for more than a 
day or two. None of them had ever 
seen Mr. Timothy. You could say 
that any cat was Mr. Timothy and 


(GREG: 


they’d believe you. 

Henen: Yes, but Mrs. Meggs would 
know Mr. Timothy. That’s why you 
sent her a wire telling her that Hazel 

ill. You thought that 

wouldn’t get back until we had gone. 


was she 
(;neEG (Nodding): Your plan served a 
double purpose because Mrs. Meggs 


had a cat, too! 


You wouldn’t have 
to go to any trouble to get a cat be- 
cause there was already one here! 

Susie (Suddenly): Adeline!  That’s 
what Mrs. Meggs meant. Adeline is 
Mrs. Meggs’ cat! 

(;reG: Right! I figured that there was 
another cat when I found the saucer 
in Mrs. Meggs’ room. 

i LEMING: It’s a very pretty story. Of 
course, I don’t think that any of you 
can prove that the cat you saw is 
not Mr. Timothy. 





GREG: That’s where you’re wrong. We 
have the proof. 

FLEMING: It doesn’t matter. I’m leav- 
ing now — and I suggest that every- 
one keep out of my way. 

Biiu (Slowly): You’re not going any- 
where. 

FLEMING: Keep back, Bill. 

Biuu: No, I’m not afraid of you. (Takes 
a step forward) My family always 
thought that I deserted them. Maybe 
this is my chance to make up for a 
lot of things. You can kill me, but 
you can’t kill all of us. When you 
pull that trigger, everyone will fall 
on you like a ton of bricks! 

FLEMING: Keep back! 

Bru: I’m going to get you, Fleming! 
(He lunges at FLEMING. FLEMING 
raises the gun and pulls trigger. GREG 
pushes FLEMING’s gun hand, knock- 
ing the bullet off its course. BLL 
grasps his arm in pain. In a short, 
furious struggle, Grea disarms and 
subdnes FLEMING. The lawyer cowers 
against the wall. Grea hands gun to 
Tom.) 

GrReEG: Lock this guy in the pantry un- 
til I get the cops. 

Tom (Leveling gun): With pleasure! 

GreG: On your way back, there’s a box 
under the front stairs. Better bring 
it in here. It will prove interesting 
to us all. 

Tom: Sure thing! (7’o FLEMING) Come 
on, you. My trigger finger is itching 

(He grasps FLEMING’s 
arm roughly as they exit right.) 

Susie: Bill! That was the bravest 
thing I ever saw. 

Cyntuia: We owe you a lot, Bill. Can 
you ever forgive us? 

Brut (Holding his arm): Forget it, 


for exercise. 


Cynthia. I'll be all right. It’s only 
a flesh wound. 

CynTuHiA: You certainly proved that 
you were the best one in the family. 
I’ve been such a conceited little 
fool. I — we’ll make it up to you. 

HeEveEn: That’s right. Uncle Leo forgot 
you, but we still have the money. 

CynTu1A: We'll give you the best wed- 
ding present in the world. Mr. 
Timothy’s share belongs to you! 

Buu: [ guess I’m the one who should 
apologize. I always thought you 
were a snob. (CYNTHIA smiles.) 

Cyntuia (7'0 HeLen): What about 
that seance? 

HELEN: Greg and I figured that there 
must have been a second cat in the 
house. We knew that Fleming was 
involved, but we had no evidence 
against him. We planned to go 
through with the seance. I would use 
Mrs. Meggs’ voice to accuse Fleming 
of murder. 

Cynruia: You had us all fooled. It 
was uncanny the way you changed 
your voice. 

HELEN: It’s been a long time since I 
heard Mrs. Meggs speak, but I had 
to take the chance. Fleming was so 
nervous that he actually believed he 
was listening to Mrs. Meggs. 

Bru: You’re a swell actress, Helen. 

HELEN (With a mischievous glance at 
GREG): Don’t forget I was the Sarah 
Bernhardt of Lincoln High. 

Cyntuia: But where is the cat now? 
You told us that it was missing, 
Greg. 

Grea: Yes, I wanted Fleming to think 
that the cat was missing. It would 
give him something more to think 
about. Actually, | found the cat in 





the kitchen and put it under the 
stairs. (Smiles) From all appear- 
ances, it’s doing very well. (Tom 
enters right carrying a cardboard 
carton. He places it on table.) 

Tom: Fleming is stashed away for the 
night. And look what I found! 
(Everyone crowds around boz.) 

Buu: Well, I’ll be — 

CynTuiA: Is that supposed to be Mr. 
Timothy? 

GreG: Yes, it was the last evidence | 
needed against Fleming. He used 
Mrs. Meggs’ cat to pass off as Mr. 
Timothy— and this little cat trapped 
a murderer! (Points at box) 

Tom: Mr. Timothy is no gentleman! 

Cynruia (Counting): One — two — 
three — three kittens! When did it 
happen? 

Gree: A little while ago. Naturally, 
this will prove that the cat is not 
Mr. Timothy! 


HELEN: It seems as though everything 
went wrong with Fleming’s plans. 
(Britt and Susie sit on sofa. Susie 
ties handkerchief around Brw’s in- 
jured arm. GREG and HELEN stand 
close together.) 

(;REG: You’re a smart gal. Why, I 
think I’m going to kiss you. (He 
pecks her cheek.) 

HELEN (Smiling): That wasn’t bad at 
all. 

GREG: Stop kidding. 
great actress. 

HELEN: Who said anything about act- 
ing? (Cynruia nudges Tom and 
points to Bitu and Susie and GREG 
and HELEN.) 

CyntuiA: Let’s get out of here. Do- 
mestic scenes always leave me cold! 
(CyntuH1a and Tom exit right as 
curtain falls.) 


You’re still a 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Scarepy Cat 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern, purty ‘dress. 
rs 


wears & maid’s uniform. 


Susie 
. Meggs wears 


hat and coat on entrance, and a cotton 


housedress. 


oes Suitcase for Mrs. Meggs; watch for 

ynthia; gun for Fleming; saucer, card- 
board carton, large stuffed cat; handkerchief 
for Susie. 


Setting: The drawing room of Leo Porter’s 
mansion. Entrances are located at right and 
left. A window with drapes is located up- 
stage center. Light amet near entrance 
right. A round table and four chairs placed 
in semi-circle around it are downstage right. 
A floor lamp stands near table. There is a 
sofa downstage left. The furnishings are 
old-fashioned, but in good condition. 


Lighting: At rise, the floor lamp is the set’s 
only source of light. Stage lights go on and 
off as indicated in the text. 
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Rabbit Foot 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

Mr. TaYLor 

Mrs. TAYLor 

Betsy TAYLOR 

Buck TAaYLor 

Saran, the maid 

Miss BRENNER, the Latin teacher 

Tom Fisuer, a friend 

Lynn Westcott, Buck’s girlfriend 

THE RABBIT 

Setrine: The living room of the Taylor 
home. 

Ar Rist: Mrs. Taytor enters in 
answer to a ring of the doorbell. She is 
wearing an apron and wipes her hands 
on it as she crosses the stage. 

. Mrs. Taytor (At door): Why, good 
afternoon, Miss Brenner. This is a 
surprise. Won’t you come in? 

Miss Brenner (Carrying three badly 
used school books): Thank you, Mrs. 
Taylor. I can’t stay a minute. I just 
dropped by to give you Buck’s 
books. I know he’ll be needing them 
over the Easter holidays. 

Mrs. Taytor: Thank you, Miss Bren- 
ner, but I must say this is a new 
procedure. What has happened that 
Buck sends books home with his 
teacher? 

Miss BreNNER: I can understand 
your amazement, but rest assured, 
it’s not Buck’s idea. I found these 
books parked on the gatepost of 
Lynn Westcott’s house, and I[ 
thought it might be a good lesson 
to the young man if they were to 


disappear. If you don’t mind my 
saying so, Mrs. Taylor, Buck is be- 
coming quite a problem these days. 
He seems so irresponsible. Have you 
noticed it, too? 

Mrs. Taytor: Noticed it? His father 
and I are nearly wild. He can’t seem 
to remember anything. He probably 
has no more idea than a rabbit 
where his books are at this minute. 

Miss Brenner: No doubt that’s how 
he lost his history book last week 
— the one he’s paying for out of his 
allowance. 

Mrs. Taytor: Buck is paying for a 
lost book out of his allowance? Why, 
that’s the first I knew about a lost 
book. He never breathed a word 
about it at home. 

Miss BRENNER: Oh, dear! Perhaps I 
am telling tales out of school. But 
after all, Mrs. Taylor, you and I 
both have Buck’s interests at heart. 

Mrs. Tayuor: I’m sure we appreciate 
all the trouble you take with him, 
Miss Brenner, and I’ll certainly do 
all I can to keep him up with his 
studies. 

Miss Brenner: I’m sure you will. 
That’s why I stopped. We have a 
very important vacation task, Mrs. 
Taylor — a vocabulary drill — and 
it will make all the difference in the 
world if he gets it in when it is due 
— the Tuesday after Easter. 

Mrs. Tayvor: I’|! see that he hands it 
in on time, Miss Brenner. You sound 





as if his marks are really on the 
danger line. 

Miss BreNNER: Why, didn’t you 
know? Hasn’t he told you that 
he’s on the doubtful list in Latin for 
this marking period? 

Mrs. Tayior: Mercy, no! Dear me, 
Miss Brenner, I am alarmed. I knew 
Buck was going through a sort of 
scatterbrained period, but I had no 
idea he was in danger of failing. 

Miss BRENNER: I wouldn’t say failing 
exactly, but his work is definitely 
unsatisfactory. That is why I sent 
that note home the other day. 

Mrs. Tay.tor: Note? What note? 

Miss Brenner: Dear me! ‘This is 
really becoming embarrassing. After 
all, I didn’t come here to tell you all 
Buck’s little secrets. Perhaps you 
and he had better have a long talk. 

Mrs. Taytor: You can be sure we'll 


do just that, Miss Brenner, and 
thank you for bringing the books. 


Miss Brenner: Don’t mention it. 
You and Mr. Taylor are such co- 
operative parents, it’s a pleasure to 
work with you. 

Mrs. Tayuor: I’m glad you feel that 
way about us after our son has 
caused you so much trouble. 

Miss BRENNER: Boys will be boys, 
you know. If he makes any sort of 
mark on the test he took this after- 
noon, and turns in his vacation task, 
he’ll have a chance. Have a happy 
Easter, Mrs. Taylor. 

Mrs. Taytor: Thank you. 
afternoon, Miss Brenner. 
to drop in any time. 

Miss Brenner: Thank you. Goodbye. 
(Exit) 

Mrs. Tayior: Well! That was really 


Good 
Feel free 
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an earful, as the children say. Just 
wait till that Buck gets home. I[’ll 
have plenty to say to him. 

Saran (At door): These eggs are done, 
Mrs. Taylor. Shall I start another 
panful? 

Mrs. Tay.or: Just a minute, Sarah. 
I’ll see if we have any more. Buck 
was supposed to stop at the market 
on his way home and pick up an- 
other load. 

SaraH: It sure is a lot of work, isn’t 
it? How many dozen do you sup- 
pose we’ve boiled so far? 

Mrs. Taytor: Ten, I think, and we 
have ten to go. These egg rolling 
contests take hundreds of eggs. I 
feel like shaking Buck for promising 
we'd turn in twenty dozen. Betsy 
should arrive any minute now with 
the dye, and then the fun will begin. 

Sarag: I’m glad I won’t be here to 
mess with that, Mrs. Taylor. 
Cookin’ ’em is enough for me. 

Mrs. Taytor: I don’t blame you, 
Sarah. Come on, I’ll see if we have 
any more in the cellar. (As she 
starts to exit, Buck enters.) 

Buck: Hy’a, Moms. What’s for sup- 
per? I’m starved. 

Mrs. Taytor: Oh, there you are, 
young man. Where on earth have 
you been? It’s way after four o’clock, 
By the way, where are the eggs? 

Buck (Blankly): Eggs? What eggs? 

Mrs. Taytor: The eggs you were to 
get at market for the Scout egg roll. 

Buck: Good gravy! I forgot. 

Mrs. Taytor: Buck Taylor, you are 
the world’s worst! Can’t you re- 
member anything? It was the last 
thing I told you before you left the 
house. What will Mr. Barnes say 





when you tell him you’re ten dozen 
short? 

Buck: Moms, I’m sorry!  I’ll hop 
right down to market and get them. 

Mrs. Taytor: You know perfectly 
well the market closes at four. 
Honestly, I can’t depend on you 
for a thing. . 

Buck: Mr. Barnes will be awfully sore. 
He was counting on me. 

Mrs. Tayuor: [ can’t help that. You 
can just call him up and make your 
explanations. 
carelessness. 

Buck: | know, Moms, but I have 
things on my mind. 

Mrs. TayLor: So many things on your 
mind? Like what? 

Buck: Well — like 
of things. 

Mrs. Taytor: Yes, | can imagine. 


It’s all your own 


well, like lots 


Like your school work, for example. 
By the way, didn’t you bring any 
school books home tonight? 

Buck: School books? (A blank pause, 
then sudden realization) School books! 
I had three of them when I left the 
building! Where are they? 

Mrs. Taytor: That’s the sixty-four 
dollar question. Where are they? 
Where are a lot of things? Where 
are your English assignments, for 
example? Where is the note Miss 
Brenner sent home last week? 

Buck (Completely bowled over): Say, 
what goes on? What’s happened? 
Who’s been here? 

Mrs. Tay.tor: Your teacher has been 
here — Miss Brenner. She brought 
your books home which she found 
reposing on the gatepost in front of 
Lynn Westeott’s house. Buck, I’m 


amazed at vou! I never thought 
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you’d conceal a note a teacher sent 
home. 

Buck: I[ didn’t conceal it, Moms, 
honest. I just don’t know what be- 
came of it. That’s all. I com- 
pletely forgot it. 

Mrs. Taytor: That’s just your 
trouble. You forget everything. 
You forget to do errands for me. 
You forget to hand in your school 
work. You forget where you put 
your books which brings us to 
another matter. 

Buck: Is there more? 

Mrs. Taytor (Sternly): There 
You never told me you lost a book 
last week — a history book. 

Buck (In relief): Oh, that! That’s O.K. 
I’m paying for it out of my allow- 
ance, 

Mrs. Tayior: So you think that fixes 
everything. Let me tell you, young 
man, something must be done to 


is. 


make you aware of your responsi- 
bilities, and also conscious of the 
value of money. From now on until 
you straighten yourself out, your 
allowance is a thing of the past. 

Buck (In horror): Moms, you can’t 
do that! Not now! Not on the 
edge of Kaster! Why, good grief, 
I’ve got social obligations. 

Mrs. Taytor: And you have other 
obligations: obligations to me, to 
your father, to your teachers. It’s 
high time you remember some of 
them. 


Buck: Moms, I’m planning to take 
Lynn to the Kaster Hop Monday 
night, and I want to send her a 


corsage. In fact, I have it ordered. 
Mrs. Tayror: Then cance! your order. 


You'll get no more allowance until 





you show some proof that you have 
enough sense to handle one. Now 
go change your clothes and come out 
in the kitchen and take these eggs 
down in the cellar where they will 
cool. You’re so good at promising 
things, you can just help do the 
work. 

Buck: Please, Mother, try to under- 
stand. I’ve just hit a streak of bad 
luck. Everything has ganged up on 
me, all at one time. 

Mrs. Taytor: You’ve just caught up 
with yourself, that’s all. (zit) 

Buck (Sinking into chair): Of all the 
rotten luck a guy ever had! How 
did I ever get into such a mess? 
Not even my rabbit’s foot could get 
me out of this jam. (Reaching in 


pocket) For Pete’s sake! Now that’s 
gone. (Searches pockets) No wonder 
luck has turned against me. Where 


in the world is it? (Looks around) 
Maybe I left it in my jacket pocket, 
if I can ever find that. Hey, Moms, 
did you see anything of my tan 
jacket? 

Mrs. Tayuor (Offstage): Did you look 
on Lynn Westcott’s gatepost? May- 
be you left it there. 

Buck: This is serious! I’ve lost my 
lucky rabbit’s foot. (Searching the 
room) I remember I threw that 
jacket on the sofa this morning, or 
was it last night? Moms, has any- 
body been moving things around in 
here? Maybe it fell back of the sofa. 
Or even underneath. (As he gets 
down to look under sofa, his sister 
Betsy enters. She is wearing the 
missing jacket.) 

Bersy: Hy’a, Moms, I got the egg 
dyes. (Catching sight of Buck) 


What are you doing, Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes? Are you following the scent 
of a mystery trail? 

Buck (Rising): Huh? Oh, it’s you. 
(Notices jacket) So that’s where my 
good jacket is. Of all the nerve! 
Wearing my clothes! Hand over 
that jacket, Bets, and make it 
snappy. 

Betsy: Say, who do you think you are? 
President Eisenhower? Since when 
do you give the orders around here? 

Buck: Since you’ve been snitching my 
clothes, that’s how long. Now fork 
over that jacket. 

Betsy (Taking off jacket): Oh, here 
you are, Mr. Fuss-Boots! I never 
knew you were so particular about 
your clothes. (Throwing the jacket 
at him) Take your old jacket. I 
wasn’t hurting it. 

Buck (Looking in pockets): 1 never 
said you did hurt it. I just don’t like 
other people wearing my clothes. 
Now, see what you’ve done. 

Betsy: I did not! That hole was there 
when I put it on. You tore it your- 
self. 

Buck: I’m not talking about the hole. 
I’m talking about my rabbit’s foot, 
You’ve lost it. It was in the pocket. 

Bersy: Don’t be silly. I haven’t 
touched your old rabbit’s foot. 

Buck (Turning jacket inside out and 
shaking it vigorously): It’s not here 
anyhow and you can just do some- 
thing about it. 

Bersy: I wouldn’t want a stinking old 
rabbit’s foot. I wouldn’t touch it 
with a ten-foot pole. 

Buck: That rabbit’s foot does not 
stink. Besides, if it did, I’d carry 
it anyhow. It brings me luck. 





Betsy: Oh, yeah? 

Buck: Yeah. Look at me now. It 
hasn’t been gone a day and I’m in 
one jam after another. 

Betsy: What’s strange about that? 
You’re always in a jam. 

Buck: I’m warning you, Betsy Taylor, 
hand over that rabbit’s foot before I 
count ten. One two three. 

Bersy: I told you I don’t have it. 

Buck: Four... five... six... 

Betsy: I never even saw it. 

Buck: Seven... eight... nine... . 

Brrsy: I’m not so sure I’d give it to 
you if I did have it. 

Buck: Ten! (1e lunges at Bersy.) 

Bersy: Mother! Mother! Make Buck 
behave! (Runs offstage. Buck 


starts after her, but is stopped by a 
strange figure who has just entered the 
room in time for the last few speeches. 
The figure is that of a full grown boy, 


wearing an ordinary suit. The odd 
thing about him is that his head is a 
rablit’s head. He also carries a cane 
and limps slightly.) 

Rappir: Not so fast, my fine bucko! 
Not so fast! 

Buck (Struggling as Rawprr holds him): 
Hey, let me go! Let me go! (Rasprr 
drags Buck back and plumps him on 
the sofa. He stands, leaning on his 
cane, looking down al Buck. He pulls 
out handkerchief and mops his brow.) 

Rawr: Put up quite a battle, didn’t 
you? 

Buck: Say, what is this? Who are you? 
‘Take off that silly mask. 

{ABBIT: Don’t be tiresome. ‘That silly 
mask happens to be my face. As 
you can see, I am a rabbit in modern 
dress. 


Buck: Say, are you crazy? 


Rappir: No, are you? 

Buck: Stop being funny, and get out 
of here! 

Rassir: I’m not being funny, and I 
have no intention of leaving. (Sits 
down) 

Buck: Who are you and what do you 
want? 

Rappir: | am the Easter Rabbit and | 
want my foot. 

Buck: Now I’ve heard everything. 

Rapair: Not at all. I have lots more to 
say. I am a busy creature these days, 
and you can’t expect me to go limp- 
ing around delivering all those rabbit 
eggs your mother and ten million 
other women are preparing. 

Buck: Ha! Now I know you’re crazy. 
You know as well as I do that those 
are chicken eggs. 

RABBIT: get 
Chicken eggs or rabbit eggs, they’re 


Let’s not technical. 


all the same to me. Once they are 
colored, they become Easter eggs 
and it’s up to me to deliver them. 
Therefore, | need my full quota of 
feet. 

Buck: What is this?) Some joke? 

Rapsit: Not at all. It’s no joke to lose 
a foot, especially during your busiest 
season. Now come on, hand it over! 

Buck: I don’t have it. 
or rather that good-for-nothing sister 
of mine lost it. 

RABBIT: Dear me! 
matters, 

Buck: That’s why I’m in such a mess. 
That rabbit’s foot has always kept 
me out of trouble before. Without 


lick all 


I’ve lost it, 


That complicates 


it I’m sunk I’m out of 
around. 
Rassir: My dear boy, I am glad you 


place such a high value on us rab- 





bits. Maybe I can help you. 

Buck (Laughing): That makes me 
laugh. What could a silly rabbit do 
to help me? 

Rappit (Shaking a warning finger): 
Ah! Ah! Ah! Watch your language, 
my dear boy. We rabbits are not the 
silly, timorous beasts folk imagine 
us to be. If you had so much confi- 
dence in a mere foot, why can’t you 
have faith that a whole rabbit could 
bring you even better luck? 

Buck: I never thought of that. 

Rappir: You'll pardon my saying s0, 
but I don’t believe thinking is your 
strong point, is it? 

Buck: No, I guess not. 
just a dope. 

RABBIT: Quite so. 

Buersy (Offstage): Hey, Buck, if you 
let me come in, I have something to 
tell you. 


I guess I’m 


Buck: You keep out of here unless you 
want a broken neck. 

Rappir: Now, now! 
way to talk to your sister. 


That’s not the 

Let her 
come in. 

Buck: Like fun, I’ll let her come in! 

{aBBIT: Do as I say, and watch your 
luck begin to change. 

Buck: Do you mean to sit there and 
tell me you can change my luck? 

Rappir: My dear fellow, if a rabbit’s 
foot can bring you good luck, there’s 
no limit to what a whole rabbit can 
do. 

Buck: O.K., Pil try it, but she’ll prob- 
ably scream her head off when she 
sees you. 

Ranbir: She won’t even notice me. I 
am invisible except to those who 

need me 


Buck: You think I need you? 


Raspit: To quote a common expres- 
sion “And how!” As a matter of 
fact, we need each other. Go on, tell 
your sister to come in. 

Buck: O.K., come on in, Bets. [ll 
give you safe conduct. 

Betsy (Enters): I thought I heard you 
talking to somebody. 

Buck: I was. I was talking to the 
Rabbit I mean, I was talking to 
myself about the rabbit’s foot. 

Rappit: No need to fib, Buck. She 
can’t see me or hear me. 

Buck: What do you have to tell me? 

Betsy: Only this. I just saw Lynn 
Westcott and Pete Palmer walking 
home from school together and they 
were as thick as thieves. Better 
watch out, brother mine, or you’ll be 
short a date for the Rabbit Hop 
Monday night. Pete Palmer is bad 
medicine. 

Buck: So that’s what you had to tell 
me. Well, now that you’ve spilled 
your bad news, scram. You’ve al- 
ready done enough in one day by 
losing my rabbit’s foot. 

Betsy: It would take more than a 
rabbit’s foot to get any girl away 
from Pete Palmer. He’s dreamy! 

Buck: Scram, I said — and fast. 

Betsy: Don’t be sore, Buck! I didn’t 
lose your rabbit’s foot, honest. I 
never even saw it. 

Buck: All right, so you didn’t lose it, 
but it’s gone just the same, and I’m 
in enough bad luck to last till this 
time next year. 

Brrsy: Don’t feel so bad about it, 
Buck. If Lynn goes to the dance 
‘with Pete you’ll be in the money. 

Mother cut off your 

allowance, you couldn’t go, anyhow. 


Since has 





Buck: Will you quit crying the blues 
and get out of here? Things are bad 
enough without your bright sug- 
gestions! 

Betsy: All right, I’m going, and after 
this, I won’t tell you a single thing. 
So long! (Frits) 

Buck: Good riddance! (7'o Rassrr) 
If that’s what you call a change in 
luck, you can skip the whole busi- 
ness. First it’s school, then it’s 
Moms, now it’s Lynn. I hardly 
have anything left to live for. 

tapeir: Tush! Tush! You don’t recog- 
nize good news when you hear it. 

Buck: I suppose you think I should be 
glad I don’t have a date for Monday 
night, since I don’t have the cash 
to go anyhow. 

taBBiT: Not at all — just wait and 
see. Here, rub the back of my neck, 
for luck, and see what happens. 

Buck: Don’t be silly. 

taBBiT: If you had your rabbit’s foot, 
you'd rub that, wouldn’t you? 

Buck: Maybe I would. 

{aBBIT: My neck is just as lucky as 
my foot. Try it and see. Besides, I 
have a bite under my collar I can’t 
reach. 

Buck (Rubbing 
guess I’m a chump, but here goes! 


{aBBIT’sS neck): I 
(Doorbell rings.) 

Rappit: There’s good luck knocking 
at your door right now. 

Buck: I hope so, Brother Rabbit. 

Mrs. Taytor (Offstage): Answer the 
door, Buck, will you? 

Buck: O.K., Moms! (At door) Hello, 
Tom, won’t you come in? 

Tom: Thanks, Buck. I just stopped by 
with a book of yours. How I got it 
I’l] never know, but this afternoon 


after school I was cleaning out my 
locker, and out fell your history 
book. Here it is. I knew you were 
in some sort of trouble about it last 
week. 

Buck: Can you beat it? To think my 
history book was in your locker the 
whole time! Well, thanks a million, 
Tom. Now I won’t have to pay for 
it. Say, this zs luck! 

Rassir: Of course it is! 
tell you? 

Buck: Come in, ‘T’om, come in. I'd like 
you to meet my folks. 

Tom: Sorry, some other time. I’ve got 
to get on the move. Somebody 
ordered a whole batch of eggs from 
my Dad at the market and never 
showed up for them. Now the mar- 
ket’s closed, and I’ve got to peddle 
them from door to door till I get rid 
of them. 

Buck: Oh, my sainted aunt! Did you 
hear that? Eggs! He’s got eggs to 
sell! 

Tom: What’s got into you, Buck? 
Have you gone off your base en- 


What did I 


tirely? Since when is selling eggs so 
remarkable for a guy who lives on a 
chicken farm? 

Buck: Never never mind! 
Quick, tell me how many dozen you 
have to get rid of. 

Tom: Ten. And everybody’s stocked 
up on eggs this close to Kaster. 

Buck: Listen, Pal. If ever you hit the 
right spot for eggs, this is it. Go get 
those baskets, and meet me at the 

Make it snappy. My 
mother has just been giving me heck 
for forgetting those very eggs. 
Brother, you’ve saved my neck. 

Tom: By golly, Buck, it looks as if 


mind, 


side door. 





you’ve saved mine. I’!) get home in 
time for a date with my best girl. 
Sure your mother wants them? 

Buck: Positive. I'll meet you at the 
side door in a jiffy. 

Tom: O.K. (He exits.) 

Buck: Mr. Rabbit, you’re the greatest 
guy in the world. I could kiss you. 

Rasait: Pu-leze! Spare me that! Just 
rub my neck one more. 

Buck: Say, I don’t need any more 
luck. This is wonderful. 

Rassit: Do as I say — that fur under 
my collar still itches. (4s Buck 
rubs) Thanks, Pal, that feels better. 
Now go settle your egg business 
while I take a look around for my 
missing left hind extremity. (As 
Buck exits, Mr. TAYLOR enters in a 
frenzy of excitement.) 

Mr. Taytor: Buck, Mary, Betsy! 
Where are you? 
minute. 

Raspit: Um-hum! By the way my 
nose is twitching at this moment, 
I smell trouble. 

Bersy: Here I am, Daddy. 
the matter? 

Mr. Tay.tor: Where’s Buck? Where’s 
your Mother? 
has happened. 

Betsy: Buck was here just a minute 
ago, and Mother is out in the kitchen 
dyeing Easter eggs. Are you sick? 
Do you have a pain? 

Mr. Tayior (Sinking into chair): Just 
call your mother and Buck, and 
hurry. 

Betsy: I'll get them. (At door) 
Mother, Buck, Daddy wants you. 

Rapsit: That confounded spot under 
my collar still itches. I’ll have to 
get Buck to rub it again. 


Come here this 


What’s 


Something terrible 


I can’t stand the suspense. 
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Mrs. Taytor (Entering in alarm): 
Hello, dear! You’re home early. Is 
something wrong? 

Mr. Tayutor: I don’t know yet. 
don’t know. Where’s Buck? 
Mrs. Tayior: He'll be here in a 
minute. He’s paying a delivery boy 

for some eggs. 

Buck (Entering): Here I am, Dad. Did 
you want to see me? 

Rappit: Maybe you’d better stand 
closer to me, chum. 

Mr. Tayuor: It’s about the letter I 
gave you to mail on Monday, Buck. 
The one I said was very important. 
Did you mail it? 

Buck: Why, er I think so! 
Yes sure, I did. That is - 
just can’t seem to remember. 
it terribly important, Pop? 

Mrs. Tayuor: Buck, try to remember. 

Buck: Let me see — Monday. Mon- 
day. That was the day I — Say, 
do you mean this Monday or last 
Monday? 

Mr. Taytor: Last Monday. 

Buck: Last Monday! That was the 
(Fill in date) That was the day 
That was the day I lost my history 
book! ‘The one Tom Fisher just 
returned! My heavens, Dad, you’ll 
probably kill me, but I’ll bet I never 
mailed it! I'll bet it’s in that book 
right now. 

Mrs. Tay.or: Buck! 

Mr. Taytor: Where is it? 
look at once. 

Buck: It’s on the table. 
look. 

{aBBIT: Rub my collar, Buck, and 
wish for luck as you never wished 
before. 

Buck (Rubbing collar): You bet I will. 


I 


Yes! 
-] 


Is 


We must 


I’m afraid to 








Betsy (Making a dive for the book and 
holding up letter): Here it is, Dad! 
He never mailed it! 

Buck (Dropping Rassrit’s collar): It’s 
no use. Luck just isn’t with me. 
Mr. Taytor: Let me see! I can’t be- 
lieve it! 
saved this family close to a thousand 

dollars by not mailing this letter. 

Ati: What? 

Mr. Taytor: Yes, my boy, this letter 
was an order for some equipment 
that would have been a dead loss to 
the firm. If ever I made a mistake, 
this was it. (Tears up letter and 
throws tt on the floor) Thanks to you, 
luck was on our side. 

Buck (Collapsing on sofa): Oh, boy! 

Betsy: To think you got sore just be- 
cause you accused me of losing your 
old rabbit’s foot. Now you see how 
much it has to do with luck. We’re 
luckier without it than with it. 

Buck: That’s all you know about it, 
sister! But I’ll forgive you. You’re 
too dumb to know any better. 

Mrs. Tayitor: Children, children! 
Don’t quarrel. Buck, for once in 
your life, your carelessness has 
turned out to be lucky, but don’t 
let that fool you. 

Mr. Tayutor: No, son. 


Forgetting to 
mail a letter is a serious mistake. 


But this time it paid off. Just to 
show you how grateful I am, I’m 
going to double your allowance, 
starting now. (Reaching in pocket) 
To show you I mean it, here’s the 
first installment. 

Buck: Dad, that’s swell! But I guess 
Mother has something to say. 

Mrs. Taytor: What I have to say 
will keep, dear, until after Easter. 


Buck, my boy, you’ve’ 


If you hand in your work for Miss 
Brenner, and get a good mark, I[’ll 
not say another word on the allow- 
ance subject. (Phone rings.) 

Buck: Thanks, Moms, you’re a peach. 
I’ll answer the phone. (Picks up 
phone) Hello. Yes, this is 4-6522. 
Who? Oh, the “Lucky Question 
Program?” No, I’m sorry, we 
weren’t listening. (To family) It’s 
the “Lucky Question Program.” 
Well, this is Buck Taylor speaking. 
Sure, sure, I’ll try the question. I 
probably won’t know the answer, 
but I’ll try. O.K. .. . shoot. (Pause) 
What does the Latin word cuniculus 
mean? Gosh! That’s a tough one. 
How long do [ have? Ten seconds? 
(To family) Cuniculus? Does any- 
body know what it means? 

Mrs. Tay.or: It’s a flower — a very 
rare flower that grows in swampy 
areas. 

Mr. Taytor: Nonsense, Mary. Cuni- 
culus is a tropical disease. We 
learned about it in the army. 

Bersy: You’re wrong, Dad. Cuniculus 
is the name of one of the pyramids. 
We had it in history class. 

Mrs. Taytor: I know I’m right. It’s 
a Latin word and I’m sure it’s a 
botanical term. (RABBIT goes over 
and whispers in Buck’s ear.) 

Buck: Are you sure? 

Rassir: I ought to know. 

Mrs. Tay.or: Positive. 

Buck: O.K., Mister. I have the 
answer. Cuniculus is the Latin word 
for rabbit, the most wonderful 
creature in the whole animal king- 
dom. (Pause) Thanks. Thanks a 
lot. That will be swell. (7'o family) 
They’re sending each one of us a 





complete Easter outfit. (Jn phone) 
There are four of us. Mother, Dad, 
my sister Betsy, and I. All right, 
and thanks again. We'll be looking 
for the taxi. 

Mrs. Tayuor: Why, I can hardly be- 
lieve it. 

Mr. Tayior: This is our lucky day. 

Betsy: Buck, you’re wonderful. How 
could you be so smart? 

Mr. Tayuor: Yes, son, how did you 
ever happen to know that cuniculus 
means rabbit? 

Buck: I have inside information. 

Mrs. Tayior: I guess you are getting 
more out of your Latin class than 
Miss Brenner gives you credit for, 
Buck. 

Bersy: This should make her change 
her tune. Buck, I bet you get an 
“‘A”’ when she finds this out. (Door- 
bell rings.) I'll go. (She exits.) 

Rassir: Buck, it looks as if you’ve 
had your share of luck for one day. 
I guess I’ll be hopping along. 

Buck: Don’t leave me, Pal. Besides, 
you can’t go without your foot. 
Bersy (Entering with LYNN): Sure, he’s 
here, Lynn. Did you hear the big 
news? Buck just won us all Easter 
outfits on the radio. Isn’t he the 

lucky one? 

Lynn: I hope he’s going to be from 
now on. Hello, everybody. 

Auu: Hello, Lynn. 

Buck: Did you want to see me, Lynn? 

LYNN: I certainly do. (Holds up rabbit's 
foot) Look what I have for you! 

Buck and Bersy: The rabbit’s foot! 

Lynn: Yes, I saw Pete Palmer take it 
off your desk in Latin class, and I 
walked all the whole way home from 
school with him, coaxing him to give 
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it to me. 
prize it. 

Buck: Lynn, that was swell of you. 
Thanks. 

Bersy: I guess I made a big mistake, 
didn’t I, Buck? 

Buck: Yes, you did, sister. (Puls 
rabbit’s foot on table) But everything 
is O.K. now and I think I’m pretty 
sure of my date for the Rabbit Hop. 
How about it, Lynn? 

Lynn: You bet. I have my dress ready 
and a pair of new slippers. 

Buck: Good. I'll be the luckiest guy 
at the dance. (Raspir has sneaked 
over and taken possession of the rab- 
bit’s foot. He leans over, pretends to 
put it on his foot, lays his cane on the 
table, and walks out.) 

Mrs. Tayuor: Let’s see this rabbit’s 
foot you prize so much, Buck. 
Where is it? 

Mr. Taywor: Yes, I’d like to see this 
lucky piece. Where did you put it? 

Buck: I put it on the table -- but — 
it’s disappeared. (All look on floor 
saying: ‘“Where could it be?” etc.) 

Lynn: Look, here’s a cane. Where 
did it come from? 

Buck: Who cares? I’ve already had as 
much luck as most people have in a 
lifetime, and with all the rabbits 
there are in the world there should 
be plenty of luck to go around! (As 
curtain closes Raspir sticks his head 
around the corner.) 

Rassir: You said it, chum, and HAP- 
PY EASTER, from one cuniculus 
to another. 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 44) 


I know how much you 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 


from the April, 1950, issue. 





She's Not Talkeng 


by Paul 8S. McCoy 


Characters 
ANNE KERRY 
Buancu Kerry, her mother 
Putt Murray 
EUGENIA Dosss 
JONATHAN WICK 

Time: Saturday morning. 

Serrine: The living room of the Kerry 
home. 

At Rise: BLANcH Kerry is seated on 
the sofa, reading a magazine. She 
shakes her head gloomily, then sets the 
magazine aside. Then she vigorously 
rubs her throat, wincing at the re- 
sulting pain. The telephone rings. 
BLANCH rises, goes to the phone, and 
picks it up. She opens her mouth, 
trying desperately to speak, but no 
sound comes out. She tries again. 
ANNE Kerry enters, running, carry- 
ing a medicine bottle and a teaspoon. 

ANNE: I'll get it, Mother. (BLANCH 
hangs up the phone, and pantomimes 
to ANNE, indicating that the caller has 
hung up.) Did they hang up? 
(BLANCH nods her head.) Poor dear! 
Here, I have your medicine. It’s 
time for another dose. (She un- 
screws top of bottle. BLANcH shakes 
her head hopelessly. ANNE is wpset.) 
Mother, you simply have to take 
this solution if you expect to clear 
up your throat by evening. (BLANCH 
again shakes her head.) You haven’t 
spoken for two days. It’s horrible! 
(BLANCH nods in emphatic assent.) 
This is the first time you’ve had 


laryngitis since [ can remember. 
Now of all times! (ANNE pours a 
small portion of liquid from bottle 
into teaspoon. She extends it to 
Buiancn’s mouth.) Here you are. 
(Grudgingly BLANCH opens her mouth. 
She swallows the liquid. ANNE steps 
back slightly, surveys her mother hope- 
fully.) Now do you feel better? 
(BLANCH shakes her head.) Mother, 
can’t you say anything at all? 
(BLANCH’s only response is a hoarse 
and muffled grunt. ANNE speaks 
with increasing concern.) Mother, 
what are we going to do? If you 
can’t speak in a natural tone by to- 
night — (Breaks off as the doorbell 
rings. Buancu starts to rise, but 
ANNE stops her.) I'll see who it is. 
(Hurriedly she crosses to table, where 
she places bottle and spoon. Then she 
turns to Buancu.) After all, mother, 
you’re in no condition for vocal 
greetings! (As ANNE moves to door, 
BLANCH sinks back onto divan. ANNE 
opens door. At doorway stands PAIL.) 

Putt (Grins pleasantly): Hello, Anne. 

ANNE: Phil! Come in. 

Pait (Steps into room): How’s your 
mother? 

ANNE (Sighs): Just the same, I’m 
afraid. 

Putt: You mean she still can’t talk? 
(ANNE nods as she closes door.) 

ANNE: The poor dear sounds like a 
Diesel engine lost in a snowdrift. 

Putt (Steps to BLANcH, smiles sym- 





pathetically): This 7s rough, Mrs. 
Kerry. (BLANCH nods emphatically.) 
Anything I can do for you? (BLANCH 
sighs, gloomily shakes her head. Then 
Pui turns to ANNE.) I suppose 
you'd rather pass up that dance to- 
night, Anne? 

ANNE (Nods): I must, Phil. 

Pui (With understanding): Sure 
with your mother in this condition 
and your father out of town for the 
week end. 

ANNE (Sadly:) That’s not the half of it. 
(She hesitates.) Phil, we were going 
to keep it a secret, but now that 
mother has lost her voice (She 
breaks off, speaks to Buancu.) Shall 
I tell him? (BLANCH nods.) Mother 
was asked to appear on a radio panel 
next week. It’s to be broadcast 


over our local station 
Pui: Radio panel? 


ANNE (Nods): One of those informal 
discussion affairs. The program is 
sponsored by Wick’s Washing Ma- 
chines. 

Pui. (/eartily): Say, that sounds all 
right. Your mother should be a 
whiz on a panel show. 

ANNE: On the radio without a voice? 

Pui: She'll be all right in a few days. 
(To Buancn) Won't Mrs. 
Kerry? 

Anne: Phil, you don’t understand. 
Mother is scheduled for a personal 
interview tonight. 

Puii: Personal interview? 

ANNE (Nods, as she picks up bottle and 
spoon from table): Eugenia Dobbs is 
coming here tonight for an informal 
chat with Mother. 

Putt: Eugenia Dobbs? Who’s she? 

Anne: Miss Dobbs is an advertising 


you, 
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representative who handles the Wick 
Washing Machine account. She is 
also to act as moderator on the pro- 
gram. 

Putt: She’ll be here this evening? 

AnNnE (Unhappily): Miss Dobbs in- 
sists upon first talking with the 
panel members in their own homes. 
When she finds Mother speechless, 
she’s sure to select somebody else. 
(ANNE exits, leaving door open.) 

Putt (Whistles): Good grief, that ts a 
situation! (7’o Buancw) But no 
doubt she’ll understand, Mrs. Kerry. 
(BLANcH shakes her head sadly.) Or 
perhaps you'll be all right by to- 
night. (Again BLANcH shakes her 
head.) Have you ever met this 
Sugenia Dobbs? (ANNE enlers.) 

ANNE: That’s what makes it so em- 
barrassing. Miss Dobbs simply 
won’t believe that Mother has a good 
voice. If I explain to Miss Dobbs 
about the laryngitis, she’ll be afraid 
to book mother for the program 
next week. 

Pain (To Buancu, as he drops onto 
divan at her side): Believe me, I’m 
sorry, Mrs. Kerry. (Smiles sym- 
pathetically) After all, that radio 
program isn’t too important. 

ANNE: It 7s important, Phil. Each 
woman who appears on the panel is 
to receive a new Wick’s Washing 
Machine. 

Pui: A new washing machine? (PHIL 
turns questioningly to BLANCH. 
BLANcH nods emphatically.) 

ANNE: We could really use one around 
this place. You should see our old 
machine in the basement. It 
trembles with age. Jonathan Wick, 
who’s president of the company, will 





appear on the program. He’s to 
present the washing machines to the 
panel members. 

Puit (70 BLancn): | don’t blame you 
for being so upset. (Grins) Don’t 
worry, Mrs. Kerry. I’ll drop around 
again tonight. Perhaps Anne and I 
can convince the dear lady that 
you'll be in good voice by next week. 

ANNE (Dryly): You couldn’t convince 
Eugenia Dobbs that the sun rises 
in the east. Her notification letter 
to Mother sounded like something 
from the Magna Charta. 

Puit (Rises): I wish I could come up 
with an idea. 

ANNE (70 Putt): I wish you could 
come up with a new washing ma- 
chine. (Crosses to BLANcH) Mother, 
you’d better go upstairs for a rest. 
There’s no need to stay down here. 
(Sighing, BLANCH rises. ANNE lakes 
her arm.) Here, I’ll help you. 

Puit: You'll be all right, Mrs. Kerry. 

ANNE (7'o BLANcu): Of course you will. 
(BLANCH, pauses, turns to PHIL. 
Desperately she attempts to speak, but 
the effort 1s in vain.) You poor, poor 
dear! (ANNE and BLANCH exit. The 
doorbell rings. Putt hesitates, glances 
around uncertainly. Finally he opens 
door. EuGEnta Dosss sweeps into 
the room.) 

EUGENIA (Aggressively): All right, 
where is she? . 

Pui (Puzzled and confused): Where is 
who? 


EuGENIA: Mrs. 


Blanch Kerry, of 
course. (Pause) This is the Kerry 
residence? 

Puiu: Yes. 

EvuGentia (Faces Putt majestically): | 
am Miss Eugenia Dobbs. 


Puiu (Startled): Eugenia Dobbs? 

Euagenta (Nods): I handle the ad- 
vertising account for the Wick 
Washing Machine Company. 

Puiu (Uneasily): Yes, | know. 

JUGENIA: I am also to act as moderator 
on the Wick radio program next 
week. In fact, it is my project 
my brain child — my achievement. 
(She breaks off, peers at Putt.) 
Young man, are you a member of 
this family? 

Putt: No. I’m Phil Murray. 

Eua@enta (Crisply): The gardener, no 
doubt. 

Par: The gardener? 

EKuGENIA: You may announce me now. 

Putt: Now? Miss Dobbs, I’m certain 
you weren’t expected until tonight. 

EueGenta: I have had to change my 
plans. Mr. Jonathan Wick himself, 
and in person, wishes to discuss the 
program details with me this eve- 
ning. Therefore, I must interview the 
panel members during the day. 

Pau: I’m afraid you can’t see Mrs. 
Kerry just now. You see, she’s — 

EuGenta (Cuts in): Kindly do not in- 
terrupt me, young man. In my 
business we have no interruptions, 
except for commercials. Mrs. Kerry 
is to appear on my radio panel next 
week. (Dramatically) Although I 
still do not believe that radio is the 
best medium for exploiting the Wick 
product. In my opinion, Jonathan 
Wick should sponsor a television 
hour, but Mr. Wick is most deter- 
mined and outspoken. 

Part (Slyly): Then you two must make 
quite a pair. 

Evaenta: I have attempted to bring 
Mr. Wick to my way of thinking, 





but he clings to radio. He’s definitely 
the clinging type. (Suddenly) But 
enough of this. (Majestically she 
sits on dian.) You may bring in 
Mrs. Kerry. 

Pui (Lmphatically): Miss Dobbs, I’m 
trying to tell you you can’t see 
Mrs. Kerry. 

KuGcentiA: I do not care to see her. This 
is radio — not television. Only the 
sound will be important. I wish only 
to hear Mrs. Kerry speak. 

Put: That’s just it. 

KuGenta (Raises her hand): No in- 
terruptions, I said. However, since 
you appear to be a member of the 
household staff, I shall give you the 
necessary instructions. 

Pui (Desperately): Miss Dobbs, you 
have to listen — 

KuGENIA (Culs in): Don’t haggle, or 
I shall report you to your superiors. 


Now, before I meet Mrs. Kerry, I 
will place a blindfold over my eyes. 
I do not desire to be visibly in- 
fluenced by the sight of this panel 


member. Rather, | must catch her 
personality only through the voice. 

Puiu (With sudden interest): Only 
through the voice? 

EuGenta (Nods): Exactly as if 1 were 
a radio listener. (For a moment 
Pui doesn’t answer, but HuGEnta’s 
stalement has given him a sudden 
idea. A slow smile begins to form.) 

Putt (Takes a step toward Kuaenta): 
Miss Dobbs, I want to get this 
straight. (Slowly) You expect to 
blindfold yourself before you inter- 
view Mrs. Kerry? You don’t want 
to see her? 

KuGenia (With dignity): That’s what 
I said. (With considerable triumph) 


You may be interested in knowing 
that this is my original idea. 

Putt (Attempts to hide his growing 
elation): And you may be interested 
in knowing that I think it’s the best 
idea since Benjamin Franklin flew 
his kite in a thunderstorm. 

EuGenta (Condescendingly): Thank 
you. (Pause) Of course, the blind- 
fold arrangement for the interview 
would not be necessary if I could 
sell Mr. Wick on a television pre- 
sentation. But since he demands 
radio, then I shall give him the best 
in radio. 

Pui (Breathlessly excited): Miss 
Dobbs, this is great! (Quickly cor- 
rects himself) I mean it’s a sound 
plan. (Pretends to be a Wnt dis- 
heartened) However, I am afraid you 
can’t interview Mrs. Kerry at the 
moment. 

KuGenta: Why not? 

Put: She’s upstairs resting. 

EuGenia (Rises impatiently): In my 
profession we do not rest. 

Pui (Steps to EvGenta, pats her arm 
with affected sympathy): But you 
must remember, Miss Dobbs, that 
Mrs. Kerry is only an average house- 
wife. She needs her morning nap. 

EuGENIA: I never nap. 

Puiu (Pretends to have a sudden idea): 
Miss Dobbs, why don’t you call on 
one of the other panel members 
first? When you drop back here 
later, I’m sure Mrs. Kerry will be 
ready for you. 

EuGenta: Are you attempting to con- 
fuse my schedule? 

Pui (Easily): Not at all. But at the 
moment Mrs. Kerry is hardly a fit 
subject for an interview. A little 





later I’m sure we could arrange a 
more satisfactory meeting. 

SUGENIA (Hesitates): Very well. I 
shall return shortly. 

Putt (Beams): We shall expect you, 
Miss Dobbs. We shall expect you. 

EuGENIA (Moves toward door, turns): 
Before you return to your garden 
duties, I trust you will prepare Mrs. 
Kerry for my arrival. 

Pain (With a flourish): My dear lady, 
I am famous for my preparations. 
(EuGENIA exits. Immediately Put 
snaps his fingers in happy excite- 
ment. His grin is broad and en- 


thusiastic. ANNE enters from left.) 
ANNE: I finally got Mother upstairs. 
Puit (Swiftly moves to ANNE): Anne! 
ANNE (Startled): Phil, what’s the mat- 
ter? 
Puiu (Steps to ANNE, pulls her to cen- 
ter): What do you know? 


Eugenia 
Dobbs was here. 

ANNE (Shocked): Eugenia Dobbs? She 
wasn’t expected until tonight. 

Pui: Her plans have been changed. 
I sent her off for another interview. 
She’ll return shortly. 

Anne: Didn't tell 
Mother? 

Put (Cuts in): I didn’t tell her any- 
thing. She did all the talking. 
Listen, Anne. I’ve a great idea. 
If it works, Eugenia Dobbs will be- 
lieve she’s had a pleasant interview 
with your mother. 


you her about 


ANNE (Protests): That’s impossible. 

Pui (Breathlessly): Maybe not. Now, 
get this, Anne — Miss Dobbs wants 
to hear your mother, not see her. 
Miss Dobbs is interested only in 
voices. She doesn’t want to be in- 


fluenced by looks. So before she 
meets your mother, she’s putting on 
a blindfold. 

ANNE: A blindfold? 

Part (Nods): So she can concentrate 
on your mother’s voice, as a radio 
listener would. 

ANNE: You know Mother can’t talk. 

Putt (Grins): Anne, get set for the 
special bulletin. (Pause) You're 
going to talk for your mother. 

ANNE (Aghast): I’m going to what? 

Putt: Your mother and Miss Dobbs 
will be in the same room, but Miss 
Dobbs will wear a blindfold. When 
she asks your mother a question, you 
will answer. 

ANNE (Starts to protest): Now, see here, 
Phil — 

Pui: It’s our only chance. 

ANNE: Why, I’ve never heard of such 
a thing! 

Pui: Neither has Miss Dobbs, I hope. 
(Persuasively) You said yourself that 
Miss Dobbs would toss your mother 
off the panel if the interview fell 
through. No voice — no washing 
machine. 

ANNE (Slowly): Yes, I know. 

Pui: Well? 

ANNE (After a pause): Phil, do you 
think I could? Do you suppose I 
could talk for Mother? 

Pui (Vigorously) : Of course you could! 
By next week your mother will be 
in good voice again. (Grins) And 
dear Miss Dobbs will never know 
the difference. 

ANNE: What will Mother say about 
all this? 

Pam (Chuckles): That’s just it. In 
your mother’s silent condition, she 
can’t say anything. 





ANNE (Begins to warm to the idea): 
Phil, perhaps it is worth a try. 

Puit (Nods enthusiastically): Exactly! 
Don’t tell your mother anything. 
She might balk. When she does 
realize what’s going on, she can’t 
For a 


Then 


make a sound of protest. 

moment ANNE is. silent. she 
breaks into a soft giggle.) 

ANNE: Phil, it does sound shattering! 
(Suddenly thoughtful) What sort of 
answers would I Miss 
Dobbs’ questions? 

Put: That’s up to you. 
impress the old girl. 

ANNE (At last makes up her mind): 
All right. 

Puit (Beams): Great! 

ANNE: I'll get Mother. (She starts 
toward exit.) We won't be long. 

Puiu (Calls to ANN&): Anne! 

ANNE (Turns): Yes? 

Puiz: Don’t bring your mother in here 
until Miss Dobbs arrives. When the 
blindfold is in place, I’ll call you. 

ANNE (Moves to opening, then turns to 
Pui): Phil, do you know something? 
For the first time in my life, no 


make to 


Anything to 


matter what sort of statements I 

make, Mother can’t argue with me! 

(She exits. The doorbell rings. Pat 

He hesitates, then moves 
upstage. He opens door. At doorway 
stands JONATHAN WICK.) 

JONATHAN (With dignity): Good morn- 
ing, good morning. Is this the 
Kerry residence? 

Puiu: Yes. 


as startled. 


JONATHAN (Sleps into the room, closes 


door behind him): Then it is my civic 
duty to introduce myself.  (Im- 
pressively) I am Jonathan Wick. 
Puit (With a start): Jonathan Wick? 


JONATHAN (Nods): President of the 
Wick Washing Machine Company. 
You have no doubt heard of my 
product — and I quote — “The 
Washer With the Personality” — 
“The Machine That Cleans Your 
Daintiest Duds” “Tf Washday 
Makes You Sick, Enjoy a Holiday 
With Wick.” 

Put (Amazed): Jonathan Wick! 
I’ve certainly heard of you, sir. 

JONATHAN: I wish to speak with Miss 
Dobbs. Miss Eugenia Dobbs. I 
believe she is at present interview- 
ing Mrs. Kerry. I had an appoint- 
ment with Miss Dobbs this evening 
regarding my forthcoming radio pro- 
gram. However, I find I have other 
commitments tonight, so I shall con- 
fer with Miss Dobbs immediately. 
(He sits on divan.) 

Pui (U’neasily): Sir, Miss Dobbs isn’t 
here. 

JONATHAN: Not here? (Annoyed) 
Young man, why didn’t you so in- 
form me? 

Putt: You didn’t give me a chance. 

JONATHAN: Fiddlesticks! I’ve been 
sitting here for hours, utterly speech- 

But did you enlighten me of 
Miss Dobbs’ absence? You did not! 
(He rises.) Where is she? 

Puri: I don’t know, sir. Miss Dobbs 
left a few minutes ago, but she’s 
coming back. 

JONATHAN: Then I shall await her ar- 
rival. (He again sits on divan.) 

Putt (Suddenly alarmed): But Miss 
Dobbs hasn’t even interviewed Mrs. 
Kerry yet. 

JONATHAN: Very good. That will give 
me an opportunity to join the merry 
little conference. 


Yes, 


less. 





Pain: You? 

JONATHAN: Who has a greater right 
to be present than I? 

Pui: It’s just that we — we’d planned 
to — (Confused, he breaks off.) That 
is, we didn’t exactly expect you or 
anybody else, without a blindfold. 

JONATHAN: Young man, what are you 
talking about? I declare, you are ¢ 
most confusing houseman. 

Puit: Houseman? 

JONATHAN (Nods): That is of course 
your status. fy eyes are always 
open. 

Pui: Vhat’s just what | was afraid of. 

JONATHAN: You may go now. 

Putt: But but (After an uneasy 
pause) Mr. Wick, wouldn’t it be 
more satisfactory if Miss Dobbs in- 
terviewed Mrs. Kerry without — 
(He breaks off.) 

JONATHAN (Questioningly): Without 
my presence? Certainly not! I 
consider this a happy situation. I 
‘van confer with Miss Dobbs, as well 
as attend an informal interview. 
(Suddenly) And by the way, which 
of my models does Mrs. Kerry cur- 
rently use? 

Pui (Puzzled): Which of your models? 

JONATHAN (Nods): She of course owns 
a Wick Washing Machine. (Pause) 
Doesn’t she? 

Puiu: I don’t know, sir. 

JONATHAN: You don’t know? As an 
employee of this household, you are 
most unobserving. Where is the 
laundry room in this establishment? 

Putt: Laundry room? (JONATHAN 
nods.) I think the washing machine’s 
in the basement. 

JONATHAN (Iises): Then I shall check 
on it personally. 


Puri: Check on it? 

JONATHAN: I make it a point to inspect 
the laundry equipment in every 
home I enter. I’ve been doing it for 
twenty years. I keep a chart on 
such data. around 
patiently) Where is the basement? 

Putt (Slowly): You mean you want to 
go downstairs and take a look at 
Mrs. Kerry’s washing machine? 

JONATHAN (Jmpatiently): Young man, 
don’t you follow me? 

Putt: Follow you? (Begins to grin) I 
have a feeling I’m way ahead of you. 
(Quickly he crosses to JONATHAN, 
lakes him by the arm.) Mr. Wick, 
if you’re determined to go down- 
stairs, I shall be delighted to show 
you the way. (He begins to escort 
JONATHAN toward exit.) 

JONATHAN: At last, young man, you 
are showing signs of cooperation. 
You are acting with spirit. 

Pui. (Grins broadly): You have no 
idea, Mr. Wick! You have no idea! 
(Putt and JONATHAN extt. After a 
slight pause the doorbell rings. Then 
the ring is repeated, Still no one 
appears. At last the door 
EUGENIA, annoyed, peers into the 

She enters, closing door 


(Glazes im- 


opens. 


empty room. 
behind — her. 
around the 


impatiently 
moves down- 


Grazing 
room, she 
Then Put. enters breathlessly. 
Miss 
Dobbs! What a pleasure to see you 
again. . 

EuGENIA (Sloutly): | rang the doorbell 
twice. 


stage. 
He beams enthusiastically.) 


Pu (Nods): It must have been most 
annoying. 


KuGcenta: As a gardener, you were 


transplanting, I presume? 





Puiu (Nods slyly): Yes. (Pause) Trans- 
planting from the living room to the 
basement. 

EuGEntA: Mrs. Kerry is now prepared 
for my interview? 

Putt (Beams): We're all prepared. 

KuGENIA (Opens her purse): Then | 
shall put on my blindfold. (She 
removes a blindfold or standard eye 
mask from purse.) 

Put (Steps hurriedly to Wuaenta): Of 
course, Miss Dobbs, but in the sun- 
room, please. (//le grasps her arm. 
starts lo escort her toward door right.) 

KuGENIA (Startled): In the sunroom? 

Put (Nods, smiling brightly): It’s an 
old Victorian custom around here. 
We never permit visitors to put on 
blindfolds in the living room. 

KuGENIA: That’s odd. 
understand why. 

Pain (Hurriedly opens door): Custom, 
Miss Dobbs, (Urgently 
Pum pushes EuGenta through door- 
way. Then he starts 
across the room. As he does so, ANNE 
and Buancu enter left. ANN® holds 
BiaNncu firmly by the arm. BuANcu 


teally, I can’t 


custom. 


He closes door. 


is puzzled and confused, but silent. 


Puit stops short. He speaks in an 
animated but somewhat hushed tone.) 
Good! I was about to call you. 

ANNE: We the doorbell, 


Mother and | came on down. 


heard sO 
Pui. (Significantly, to ANN): Every- 
thing’s set. 
ANNE: Then she’s here? (Pun nods. 
ANNE turns 
lo BLANCH with a bright smile.) Phil 
and | have a surprise for you. Per- 
(ANNE 
BLANCH 
Right 


He indicates door right. 


haps you’d better sit down. 
BLANCH (lo 
gazes searchingly at ANNE.) 


leads chair. 


30 


here, where you'll be comfortable. 

(Slowly Buancu sits, but she’s be- 

Suddenly Ku- 
GENIA’S voice is heard.) 

EuGENIA (Offstage): Young man! 
Young man! (ANNE glances question- 
ingly at Pum. Pum nods. ANNE 
sleps behind chair in which BLANCH 

Pum moves toward door 


coming suspicious. 


is seated. 
right.) 
Put (Answers EvGenta): Yes, Miss 
Dobbs? 
start. 


(BLANCH gives a_ violent 

In shocked but silent amaze- 

ment she starts lo rise. ANNE holds 
Buancu firmly by the shoulders.) 

KuGENIA (Offstage, as PHIL opens the 
door): My eyes are covered. 

Putt (Through doorway): Splendid! 

EUGENIA (Offstage): Is Mrs. Werry 
ready? 

Putt: Indeed Just 
straight ahead. (IUGENIA, wearing 
a blindfold, moves through doorway. 

BLANCH 

PHIL 

steps lo EvuGrENIA, grasps her arm.) 

My, you do look mysterious, Miss 

Dobbs. (/Tfe leads EvGenta toward 

divan.) Careful now! Easy — down 


she is! move 


Iler arms are outstretched. 
gazes at the scene in horror. 


this way. 
Kuaenta: Is Mrs. Kerry in the room? 
Puit (Heartily): She certainly is. Sit 
‘here on the divan, Miss Dobbs. 
BLANCH is near the explosive point. 
She tries to ery out. Then she again 
altempls to rise, but ANNe holds her 
gently by the shoulders. WUGENIA 
carefully sits on divan. PHIL peers 
intently at the blindfold, then speaks 
fo EuGenta.) You’re certain you 

can’t see? 
EuGENIA (With dignity): Young man, 
when I cover my eyes, I cover them. 





When I plunge into a situation, | 
plunge. 

Puiu (Cheerfully): This is going to be 
one of the most fascinating plunges 
you've ever taken. (PHIL moves to 
center. He speaks to BLANCH as he 
indicates KuGenta.) Mrs. Kerry, 
this is Miss Eugenia Dobbs. (BLANCH 
is horrified. In vain she attempts to 
speak.) 

EuGENIA (Dramatically, to BLUANcH): 
Mrs. Kerry, this ts a pleasure! (Mor 
a moment no one speaks. ANNE 

PHIL, 

gives her an urgent smile of encourage- 

ment.) 1 said, this is a pleasure, 

Mrs. Kerry. (ANNE remains behind 

BLANCcH’s chair. She keeps her hands 

on BLANCH’S shoulders.) 


glances nervously at Putin. 


ANNE (Al last answers KuGENIA, in a 
pleasant but highly affected tone): Ah, 
thank you, Miss Dobbs! (As ANNE 
speaks, BLANCH almost chokes. Again 
she wildly, but unsuccessfully, at- 
tempts lo Jump up.) 

KuGeNnta (7'0 Buancu): You 
why I am here, Mrs. Kerry? 

ANNE (Gains confidence): Indeed I do. 


know 


You desire to hear my voice, but 
you do not wish to be influenced by 
my appearance. 
MUGENIA: Exactly. I 
your 


want to catch 


character from conversation 


alone, Just as my listening audience 


will do. 
ANNE: I’ve been looking forward to 
your visit, my dear. 
LUGENIA Mrs. 
Kerry, you do have a lovely voice. 
ANNE (Brightly): Thank you. 
EUGENIA: A voice so young, so fresh 
ANNE (With affectation): | may not be 
young, Miss Dobbs, but 


(Listens intently): 


I’m cer- 


BLANCH 
At that moment there is an 


tainly fresh. 
silently. 


urgent but muffled pounding offstage, 


spulters 


as if someone were attempting to at- 
tract attention behind a locked door in 
another portion of the house.) 
JONATHAN (His voice indistinct, as the 
pounding continues): Let me out! 
Let me out! 
MUGENIA (Sits up with a start): What 
that? (ANNE ts 
astonished by the interruption. 


was genuinely 
Puz- 
zled and confused, she turns toward 
opening left. Swiftly but quietly Pat 
sleps to ANNe.) That sound must 
(In 


hurried pantomime Putt allempls to 
explain to ANNE. 


have come from the basement. 


He points toward 
left opening, then points downward, as 
Then he 
pretends to shake an imaginary door- 
knob. He strikes the air with his fists 
(ANNE 
understands that someone 7s locked in 


though indicating basement. 


as though pounding on a door. 


the basement, but she’s obviously up- 
set and confused. BLANCH ts nearing 
collapse. WUGENIA speaks insistently. ) 
Mrs. Kerry, I asked you, what was 
that (Pui silently but des 
perately indicates to ANN that she 


noise? 


musl answer.) 
ANNE (With effort): It was nothing 
KUGENIA (Insistently): Mrs. Kerry, at 
the 
acute. 


moment my hearing is most 

I’m certain someone is try 
ing to get out of your basement 

ANNE (Vaguely): It often happens 

KUGENIA (Shocked): Often? 

ANNE: You know how those things are 

KUGENIA (With dignity): Indeed | do 
not. (Suddenly) Mrs. Werry, are vor 
keeping someone & prisoner in 


basement? 





Poin (Suddenly breaks in, to WUGENTIA): 

Miss Dobbs, perhaps | can explain. 
To Pui): Explain? 
Puit: Mrs. Kerry’s washing machine is 


}SUGENIA You? 


one of the old models. When it runs 
if sometimes puts up a terrible pro- 
test, ANNE 1s startled by the ex- 
planation. ) 

hkuGeENIA: The commotion [ heard cer- 
tainly didn’t sound like a broken- 
down washing machine 

Prin | Brightly): My dear Miss Dobbs, 
we do have to put up with some 
strange conditions around here. (To 
ANNE.) Don’t we, Mrs. Kerry? 

ANNE (Emphatically): Vhat’s the truth! 

Puiu (Turns lo HuGenta): So you see, 
Miss Dobbs 

KuGENIA (Annoyed, to Putt): Young 
man, will you kindly stop breaking 
in on the conversation? You should 

be back in the garden, or wherever 

you belong. I’m interviewing Mrs. 
Kerry. 

PHL 


(To KuGenta): | apologize, but 


I felt an explanation was necessary. 


He glances significantly at ANNE. 
(Vo Pui): Very well. Now 
run along and reset your petunias. 


J}SUGENIA 


As though dismissing PHIL, she nou 
speaks to Buancn.) Mrs. Kerry, 
during the panel show next week I 
shall ask questions which will be of 
interest to the mothers in our listen- 
ing audience. ‘These listeners will 
want to know your hopes your 
plans your problems. 


ANNE (With sincerity): At the moment 
| certainly do have my problems. 
MuGENIA: Tell me of your goals, Mrs. 

Kerry 
ANNE: My goals? (She gazes question- 
ngly at Pam. Te 


nods ¢ ncourage- 


Above all else, I wish to 
give my darling daughter everything 
she desires. (BLANCH 1s furious.) 

KuGenta (Startled): You do? 

ANNE: My daughter is such a splendid 
young woman 


ment. ) 


- so attractive, so 
intelligent. My ambition is to grant 
every wish of her heart. (BLANCH 
jumps wildly to her feet. Pau. steps 
fo Buanen. — He head 
vigorously al her, as though pleading 
that she make no further move.) 

MuGENIA (Completely unaware of the 
action across the room): Vhat 


shakes his 


is a 
rather startling answer, Mrs. Kerry. 

ANNE (With affected brightness): I sup- 
pose some people would say I’m a 
rather startling person. 

KuGENIA: I don’t I’ve ever 
heard such a frank statement. 

AnNeE: I doubt that you ever will again. 

MuGENIA: Mrs. Kerry, do you believe 


believe 


that parents should be strict with 
their children? 

ANNE (Emphatically): 1 do not! Chil- 
dren must be given every freedom. 
Parents should never criticize, never 
condemn, never question. 

IUGENIA (Amazed): You do have a 
liberal attitude. (Smiles) You know, 
I rather like your youthful view- 
point. 

Pa: Her viewpoint is youthful, all 
right. 

KuGENIA (7'0 PHIL, in annoyance): Are 
you still around? 

Put: I’m so intrigued, I simply can’t 
tear myself away. (ANNE almost 
breaks into a laugh.) 

EuGenta (7'o Buancu): Mrs. Kerry, I 
feel that your answers will stir up 
much controversy among our listen- 
ers. That, of course, is what Jona- 





than Wick desires. (Smiles 
jestically.) We must sell his washing 
machines, you know. 

ANNE (To EvGenta): I have always 
felt it was my duty to stand up for 
the youth of today. 

EvuGENIA: That 
dear! 


nia- 


voice of yours, my 

One would think you were 
still in your teens. I’ve never heard 
such tone quality in a mature in- 
dividual. 

ANNE (Affects a light laugh): It isn’t 
often that I let myself go like this. 

Pui: Truer words have never been 
spoken. 

ANNE (To EKuGenta): No doubt when 
I appear on your program next week, 
I'll sound like any other mother and 
wile. 

KuGenta: My dear, [| honestly hope 
not. (BLANcH’s indignation is evi- 

dent. She attempts to break: in on the 

conversation. Although she continues 
lo open her mouth and speak with wild 
emphasis, no sound is forthcoming.) 

Now, Mrs. Kerry, I should like to 

(BLANCH des- 

perately leaps to her feet. She frees 

herself, then starts to rush toward 

EuGENIA. ANNE, standing behind 

BLANCH's chair, makes a wild but 


hear your opinion on 


unsuccessful attempt to grasp her 
mother. HKUGENIA continues lo speak.) 
on several important topics 
which I shall bring up as moderator. 
We shall open our discussion with 
(ANNE forgets her role. She shrieks 
as BLANCH starts across the room.) 
ANNE: Stop it! 
with a start. ANN rushes to BLANCH, 
grasps her arm.) 


EuGENIA (Shocked): Mrs. Kerry, what 


did you say? (Put is in equal panic, 


(EuGENIA breaks off 


as ANNE allempls to hold BLANcn. 
He, too, rushes to Buancn. The 
swift actions of the three result in 
considerable noise and confusion in 
the room. EuGEeNtA rises.) | am 
certain I hear noises in this room! 
Buancw (To EKvuGenta, in a rush of 
words): V\l say you do! (BLANCH 
stops short in amazement. She’s 
aghast at her accomplishment.) 
ANNE (/lorrified): Mother! 
groans. ) 
BLAaNcu (In complete wonder): | spoke! 
(In wild pantomime ANNe and Prin 


(PHIL 


allenipl to silence BLANCH.) 
MUGENIA (Demandingly): Mrs. 


What’s going on? 


Kerry, 


Buancn (In happy amazement, paying 
no attention to WuGenta): My good- 
I’m cured! 
Mrs. 


It’s changing! 


ness, I’m all right! 
By, spe rat ly 


Your voice! 


KUGENIA Kerry! 
Buancu (With increased joy): 1 can 

say anything! 
KUGENIA: 


Simply anything! 

even 
listening to me! (Swiftly she pulls 
off her blindfold. Now she faces 
BLANCH, ANNE and Puit. ANNE 
and PHIL are I,UGENIA 


Madam, you’re not 


in pantie. 
speaks lo BuANcu.) You are not co- 
At the start of this in- 
She breaks 
off suddenly as she sees ANNE. She 
gazes at ANNr.) Who are you? 
Biuancu (Stall enthused by the return of 
her voice): This is my daughter, 
Anne. 
did you hea: 


operating. 
terview, I was elated 


She beams at ANNe&.) Anne, 

Mother speak right 
out loud? I can talk as well as ever! 

ANNE Oh, Mother! (She 
turns from BLANCH.) 


Poin (Equally pained): Oh, 


(.Moans): 


gosh! (/1¢ 


— 


turns from BLANCH. 





MUGENIA (Wath rising suspicion): 
Something has been going on behind 
my back. I sense confusion in this 
room 

Biuancn (Happily begins to repeat the 

A B C DD 

Wildly): Mrs. Kerry, stop 


alphabet) : 
KUGENIA 

that! 
ANNE 

Miss 


k now 


(Suddenly turns to VUGENIA 
Dobbs, you as well 
the truth. Mother 


wasn't answering your questions. 


might 


Pause) 


KuGenta (Stoutly): Of course she was. 
ANNE (Sleps forward): You heard my 
Miss Dobbs.  (MuGmENIA 
shocked.) Mother had laryngitis. She 
couldn’t speak. So I did the talking. 
KuGenta (lorrified Oh, no! 
BLANCH lo Anne, I 
should be terribly angry at you. But 


Voice, is 


You? 

Turns ANNE 
Mother’s so happy to be able to 
talk again that she 

MUGENIA sreaks in angrily): Mrs. 
Kerry, is this the truth? 

Biancn (Nods): Yes. 1 didn’t 


anything about it until Anne brought 


know 
me down here. Then I was simply 
thunderstruck. That is, until I 

Hlotly, to Mrs. 


Kerry, do you realize this entire in- 


MUGENIA BLANCH): 
terview has been a horrible fake? 
Pui (Turns to Buancn): Mrs. Kerry, 
we were only trying to help you. 
(To Buancn): We Miss 
Dobbs would never put you on the 


ANNE knew 
panel if she thought you couldn't 
make a sound. 

Buancu (Jo KuGenta): I’m all right 
Vv. Miss Dobbs. I W 


first, understandable, 


no Oh, as angry 


at but it ds 


isp’ tit? We did need a new washing 


machine 


KUGEeNIA (Cults in coldl You might 
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as well forget that washing machine, 
You're off the panel! 
Now, 


Mrs. Kerry. 
Buancu (To 
here 
ANNE (To EvGenta): Miss Dobbs 


KUGENIA): see 


MuGeENIA (Dramatically): Oh, 1 was 
never so humiliated in my life! If 
Jonathan Wick knew what had hap- 
pened, he’d probably cancel the pro- 
gram. 

Pit: Jonathan Wick? Oh, my good- 

(Wildly he rushes to left, but 


before he can reach the exit, JONATHAN 


ness! 


suddenly steps into room, mussed and 

dirty.) 
JONATHAN 

Well! 
MuUGENIA (Aghast) : 
Startled): 


Slops, glares al PHIL): 
Mr. Wick! 


BLANCH Wick? Jonathan 
Wick? 

JONATHAN (Coldly): Exactly 
than Wick. 


Pui (Nervously): 1 was just on my 


Jona- 


way to to check up on you. 
KuGcenta (To JonatHan): Mr. Wick, 

I didn’t know you were here! 
BLANcu (Gazes at JONATHAN): My good 

man, you don’t exactly look like the 


president of a —- a washing mac iine. 


JONATHAN (Steps to BLaNcu): Madam, 
are vou Mrs. Kerry? 


Buancu: Yes. (Suddenly) And thank 
goodness, | have a voice to say so! 

JONATHAN (To Buancu): Do you know 
where I’ve been? 

Biancu: Not under the shower, I’m 
certain of that. 

JONATHAN: Locked in your basement! 


And 


do you know who committed this 


(Before the others can speak.) 
ghastly crime? (//e points an angry 


finger at Putt.) Your houseman! 





BiaNncH: But Phil isn’t my houseman. 
He’s only 

JONATHAN (fis voice rises): I don’t 

I merely desired to 

inspect your washing machine. 

(Again he points to Pui.) This de- 

linquent showed me to your base- 


care who he is. 


ment stairway. I went down the 
steps. Then he locked the door. 

EvuGENIA (Suddenly, to JONATHAN): 
Mr. Wick! 
shouting and pounding. 

JONATHAN (Dramatically): 1 


So it was you I heard 


was a 
prisoner in a dungeon. 

BLANCH (Stoutly): Mr. Wick, our base- 
ment is no dungeon! My husband 
cleaned it last week. 

JONATHAN (Pays no attention to 
BLANCH’S And do you 
know how I escaped? By climbing 


comment) : 


through a basement window! 

MuGENIA: Mr. Wick! 

JONATHAN: When I finally freed my- 
self, I plunged through the back 
door, and here I am, torn and tat- 
tered in mind and body! 

BLANCH (Amazed, as she turns to Put): 
Phil, why on earth would you do 
such a thing? 

Pui (70 Buancu): Mr. Wick wanted 
to be present at the interview. So 
I] just had to get rid of him. 

HUGENIA 
JONATHAN): Do you know why they 
wanted to get rid of you, Mr. Wick? 
Because they knew you'd discover 
the fraud! 

JONATHAN (Startled): Fraud? 

KUGENTIA: I was blindfolded, Mr. Wick. 
I wished to hear Mrs. Kerry, not 

Mrs. 


Kerry had lost her voice, so her 


(Steps forward, speaks to 


see her. Unknown to me, 


daughter answered my questions. 


JONATHAN: Answered your questions? 

EuGeNIA (Nods): I supposed it was 
Mrs. Kerry speaking. But 
couldn’t say a word, 

BLANCH (Stoutly): 1 certainly can now! 

EvGENiA (Dramatically): The wool 
was deliberately pulled over my eyes! 

Pui: It wasn’t wool. It was a blind- 
fold. 

KuGENIA (7'0 JONATHAN): | was try- 
ing so hard to make this a perfect 


she 


radio program. 
JONATHAN (Cuts in loudly): Wait a 
everybody! (The others 
cease speaking.) Let me get this 
straight. (7’o Buancn) You had 
lost your voice, madam? 
BLANCcH (Nods): I had, but I can talk 
If you don’t believe me — 
(To Anne). And 


minute 


now. 
JONATHAN: I do! 
you, young lady? 
ANNE: I simply answered for Mother. 
Miss Dobbs was blindfolded. She 
didn’t know who was talking. 
EuGeNIA (To JONATHAN): Here I sat, 
Mr. Wick, completely innocent. I'd 
spent hours attempting to make 
your radio program smooth and in- 
teresting. 
JONATHAN (Faces EuGeENtIA): Miss 
Dobbs, my radio program is can- 
celled. 
KuGENIA (/orrified): Cancelled? 
Wick! 
JONATHAN (70 EuGenta): You didn’t 
like the radio idea at the beginning, 


Mr. 


did you? 

KUGENIA: No, but | had thrown my 
heart and soul into it. 

JONATHAN: Miss Dobbs, there will be 
no radio panel and no radio moder- 


ator. 





EuGeniA (Crushed): You mean I’m 
out of a job? 

JONATHAN: Not at all. (Then he speaks 
with sudden amusement.) Your job 
now is to put the Wick Washing 
Machine program on television. 

EuGenia: Television? 
equally startled.) 

JONATHAN: You’ve given me the ides 


(The others are 


for a wonderful Wick TV program. 

I want this entire scene re-enacted 

on television. I want the viewing 
public to see exactly what went on 
in this room. 

Biancu: What! 

ANNE: Mr. Wick! 

EuGenta (With a gasp of happiness): 
You mean it? 

JONATHAN (Grins): It’ll be a sensation! 
You, Miss Dobbs, will take the part 

blindfolded (To 

BLANCH.) She’ll pretend to ask you 

Mrs. Kerry, but your 
daughter will speak for you. Can’t 
you just see it? (//e breaks into loud 
laughter.) It'll be a riot! 

EKuGenta: Mr. Wick, are you serious? 

JONATHAN: Of I’m 
(Beams at Evaenta) You argued 
for a television program, didn’t you, 
Miss Dobbs? Well, it’s all yours. 
(EvGENIA is breathlessly elated. Jon- 
ATHAN turns to BLANCH.) You shall 
have your new washing machine, 
Mrs. Kerry. (Dryly) You certainly 
need one. (7'o ANNE) You and your 


of a moderator. 


questions, 


course serious! 


young man will receive regular act- 
ing rates. 

EuGenta (Sinks weakly onto divan): 
Oh, my goodness! 

ANNE (Joyfully, to BLANcH): Mother, 
did you hear that? 

Biancu (Beams): The reply is yes! 

Pui. (Begins to grin): Good grief, 
then we’re all in the act. 

JONATHAN: I shall make my appear- 
ance at the end of the program. 
(With sudden authority) All right, 
everybody, let’s snap into a re- 
hearsal. (7’o EvGenta) Miss Dobbs, 
your blindfold, please —(7'o BLANcH) 
And you, Mrs. Kerry 


Putt (Breaks in, as he steps to Jona- 
THAN): Just a minute, Mr. Wick. 
(JONATHAN turns questioningly.) 


We'll present this scene on one con- 
dition. 

JONATHAN: One condition? 

Putt (Nods): First we have to see you 
do it again. 

JONATHAN: Do what again? 

Puit (Grins): Squeeze through that 
basement window! (T'he others shout 
an enthusiastic agreement. PHIL 
grasps a startled JONATHAN by the 
arm. He escorts JONATHAN toward 
exit. EuGrEnta, beaming broadly, 
jumps up. As Put and JONATHAN 
exit, the others gleefully start to follow. 
The curtain quickly falls.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 44) 





Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Little Ki and the Serpent 


by Hathaway Kale Melchior 


Characters 

Lirr.e Kt 

SING, her dog 

CuInG LEE, her father 

Tcuao Tone, her mother 

WEALTHY NEIGHBOR 

WEALTHY NEIGHBOR’S WIFE 

DECEASED ANCESTOR 

DrCEASED ANCESTRESS 

HEAD OF SERPENT 

STOMACH OF SERPENT 

TAIL OF SERPENT 

ANNOUNCER 

PROPERTY MAN 
Time: Long, long ago. 
ServTinG: The garden of Little Ki's 
The stage 
is set with sereens, painted in the 


home in ancient China. 


Chinese manner. 
The 


ANNOUNCER enters, walks to center, 


Atv Rise: Chinese music is heard. 


and bows three times to the audience. 
As he begins to speak, the music stops. 
ANNOUNCER: ladies 
gentlemen, the Hour of the Dragon 
is upon us, and the play will begin. 
Our worthy actors, who are called, 
in China, “Members of the College 
of the Pear Garden,” 


Honorable and 


are waiting. 
We will enact for you the story of 
Little Ki and her encounter with 
the dreadful Serpent. 

With your permission, most il- 
lustrious audience, I will recount a 


few things about Chinese plays that 
may help you understand this one 
better. Chinese plays have hardly 
any scenery. You just imagine it. 
You will see that whenever we need 
furniture or small piece of 
scenery, the Man will 
bring it. 

There are special ways of showing 
some kinds of scenery. If we need a 
snowstorm, the Property Man will 
scatter bits of paper on the stage; 


any 


Property 


a piece of blue cloth can be a stream; 
If the 
Property Man seems to be setting off 
firecrackers, you'll know that the 
next person to enter is a ghost from 
Heaven. 


benches can be mountains. 


There are special ways of showing 
some characters, too. Villains have 


white faces; heavenly beings are 


gold, and dead ancestors always 
wear strips of paper hanging from 
their right ears. 

Now, most worthy audience, you 
must imagine you see before you the 
lovely garden of Ching Lee and his 
wife, Tchao Tong, and their daugh- 
ter, Little Ki, in the 
Kingdom, or ancient China. 

Property Man, strike the gong and 
let the play begin! 


Flowery 


(Gong sounds 
offstage as ANNOUNCER exits.) 
Property MAN (Entering and bowing 





the audience): | 


Chang, your humble servant, the 


three times to am 
Property Man. I am always onstage, 
but you are not supposed to see me. 
Now my work begins, and I trust 
I shall be invisible to your august 
eyes from this moment on. 

Lirr.e Ki (nt ring. She walks with 
tiny steps to center, and bows three 
I am Little Ki. 
All I can do is love my parents. 


limes to audience.): 


That is my duty. In China, duty ina 
daughter is considered much more 
important than beauty. 

I am afraid that in China a daugh- 
ter is considered just a source of 
useless expense. Because | am a 
dutiful daughter, | wish to make up 
for this my parents. = If 
only I could do something really 


to dear 
helpful and useful for my honored 
father and mother! I will go behind 
(Prop- 
ERTY MAN brings rock, and LirrLe 


a garden rock and think. 


Ki sits down behind it, tapping her 
forehead with her first finger.) 1 
wish my little dog, Sing, would come 
to help me think. 


come here! 


(Calling) Sing, 


SinG (Entering, kneeling, and bowing 
three times to audience): lam the dog, 
friend of 
I am not just a pet; | 


the humble servant and 
Little Ki. 
would do anything for her. My name 
is Sing. I heard my mistress calling. 
I must go to her, and help her think. 
(Ie crosses stage, sits behind rock with 
Lirrte Ki, and begins tapping fore- 
head with his paw. CuinG Lee and 

Thetr arms are 


They walk to 


Tcouao TONG enter. 
folded in their sleeves. 
center. ) 


CuinG Lee (Bowing): | am Ching Lee. 
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Touao Tone (Bowing): I am 


You may think of me as the honored 
father of my useless daughter, Little 
Ki. The most important thing about 
me is that I am the rich owner of 
many rice fields and paddies. I will 
sit in my garden and sip delicious 
tea. (Property MAN brings bench 
and cup of tea.) 

Tchao 
Tong, the wife of this important 
man, Ching Lee. I will sit and drink 
tea with my husband, and tell him 
of the great trouble which is on my 
(Property MAN _ brings 
bench and cup of tea.) Most honored 
husband, the dreadful Serpent, which 
lives in the nearby mountains, is 
causing great trouble again. 


mind. 


very 


seven years, he demands a tender, 
If he 


doesn’t get one, he destroys our vil- 


toothsome maiden to devour. 


lage, and all the rice fields and tea 
gardens round about. 


CiinG Lee: Yes, my wife, this dread- 


ful Serpent 
thoughts. 


is occupying all my 
(CuInG Lee and Tcnao 
TONG tap their foreheads in deep 
thought. Weravtiy NertGHBOR and 
his Wirt enter. They cross to center 
and bow.) 


WerALTHy NeicgupBor: | am the wealthy 


neighbor of my friend, Ching Lee, 
and this is my wife. We are on our 
way to Ching Lee’s house to talk 
with him about the dreadful Serpent. 
(They cross to CuinG Ler’s bench. 
All how. ) 
may you live a thousand years. 


Honorable Ching Lee, 


CiinGc Lee: May you live a thousand 


Sit and 
have tea, and forgive us if we worry. 
(All sit. Property MAN brings tea.) 


years, Wealthy Neighbor. 


WeraLtiy NEIGHBOR: It is the Serpent, 





then, that disturbs your thoughts? 
CuInG Lee: Alas, yes. 
WEALTHY 
worry with you. 


NeiguBbor: We beg to 


(All tap their fore- 
heads.) 

Weratruy NeiGHBOR’s Wire: We have 

given him all the 


in past years 


daughters of poor parents, of slaves, 


and of wicked parents, so there are no 
more left, except the daughters of 
very important people like ourselves. 
What shall we do? 

CuinG Lee: As you know, my honor- 
able guests, many people have tried 
to kill this wicked Serpent and have 
lost arms, legs and even heads in 
this attempt. They now remain in 
the most dreadful stomach of this 
monster. 

Teuao Tonc: Yet, if we do not get 
some tender, toothsome maiden for 
the fearful beast, he will crush the 
countryside, destroy our many rice 
fields, and ruin the temples of our 
deceased ancestors. 

Weattuy NeigubBor’s Wire: Indeed, 
What shall we do? 

CuinG Lee: Let us enter my humble 
house, and continue our thinking on 

(They all rise and 

follow Cina Ler, who makes the 


this problem. 


motion of sliding open panels, then 


steps up over imaginary threshold 
and exits.) 

LirtLe Ki (Crossing to center): Oh, 

At last I have an 


idea how to help my dear parents. 


worthy audience! 


I can save my father’s rice fields and 
at the same time remove a source of 
I will go and offer 
myself to the dreadful Serpent. (She 
quivers with fear at the thought.) 
First, I will go to the temple of our 


useless expense. 


Ancestors and ask their 
(Lirrte Kt walks 
around the stage three times, followed 


by SING, while MAN re- 


Deceased 
help and advice. 


PROPERTY 
moves rock and benches. She stops 
before the temple, which may be repre- 
sented by a transparent screen or by a 
She kneels and 
Most 


honorable Deceased Ancestors, help 


niche in the screens. 
bows to the floor three times.) 


me, for I have great need of your 

advice. (There ts the sound of fire- 
crackers, and a burst of gold light. 
The Deceasep ANCESTORS appear.) 

Drceasep ANcEstTOR (Slowly and im- 
pressively): 1 am the Deceased An- 
cestor, the 
grandfather of Little Ki. 

Deceasep ANcestTRESS: I am the De- 


great-great-great-great- 


ceased Ancestress, the great-great- 
great-great-grandmother of Little 
Ki. 

DECEASED ANCESTOR: What is it you 
wish to know, my great-great-great- 
great-granddaughter? 

LirrLe Ki: 
want to show respect to my dear 


Honorable Ancestors, | 
parents by offering myself as a ten- 
der, toothsome maiden for the dread- 
ful Serpent to devour. Will 
advise me? 


you 


Derckasep ANCESTOR: Oh, most dutiful 
great-great-great-great-grand- 
daughter! 
your honorable ancestors. 
gladly tell you what to do. 


You are most worthy of 

We will 
First, 
take with you the sword from my 
humble self, which will appear at 
your feet when you rise, and give 
battle to the Serpent, before he can 
devour you. 

Deckasep ANcesTREsSS: Then 
should take with you a pot of de- 


you 





licious rice and honey, and a fear- 
With these three things 
ZO with our blessings to the dreadful 


less dog. 


Serpent’s cave 

Lirrce Kr: Thank you, most honorable 
yreat-great-great-great-grand 
parents. (She bows to the floor three 
times. The gold light flashes, and the 
DrCEASED 
Livre Kt rises, picking up a dupli- 


ANCESTORS disappear. 


cale sword which has been concealed 

hehind a screen The sword! 

SinG (Pulling at her robe with his paw 
and sitting up in begging position. 
Dear mistress, | beg you to regard 

me as fearless and to take me with 
you on this trip to the Serpent’s 
cave 

Lirrce Ki (Anecling beside him): My 
humble Sing, you are indeed fearless 
if you wish to go with me on this 
dangerous journey. I will gladly 

take you with me. Now [ will return 

with you to my dear mother and 

Larrte Wi and SING 


three 


father’s house 


heqin to wall times around the 


slage in the opposit direction. CHING 
Lenand Touso TONG step out of their 
farewells to 


LirrLte Wi 


house and 


WEALTHY 
slops 


pantomine 
NEIGHBORS 
\Iy 
good-bye to our Wealthy Neighbors. 


parents are bidding 


Now [| shall tell them of my plan. 
My dear 


and honored parents, do not look so 


(She approaches parents. 


I have decided it is my 
the 


maiden tor the Serpent. 


wi ried 


duty to be tender, toothsome 


Cuinc Lee: Oh, no, my daughter, 


you must not go You will be eaten. 
Touao Tonc: Oh, Little ti, do not go. 
We will lose you and you will lose 


your head! 


Lirr.e Ki: No, dear Mother and 
Father, I will fight the Serpent. 

CuinGc Lee: You — a girl — you can- 
not fight. 

LirrLe Ki: | have been to the temple 
of our Deceased Ancestors, and 
they have given me their blessing. 
They have also given me this sword 
and told me to take my fearless dog, 
Sing, and a pot of rice and honey. 
(Farner and Moruen turn to each 
other in amazement. ) 

‘MING Lee: If our honorable Deceased 
Ancestors have blessed our daughter, 
perhaps we should let her go. 

Tenuao Tonc: Yes, Honorable Hus- 

band, perhaps we should. I will 

call for a pot of rice and honey. 

(She calls.) A pot of rice and honey! 

(Property MAN brings pot.) 

Lee (To Lrrrve Kt): Is the 

(He tests it.) Yes. Is 


the dog fearless? 


CHING 

sword sharp? 
Sine (Trying hard to look brave): Y-y- 
ves, master. 

Tonao Tone (Tasting rice): The rice 
is sweet. (She hands it to Lirrie 
Int. 

Litre WI 
dear parents, thank you. 

LEE 

Little Ki, good-bye 


(Chanting): Good-bye, 


CHING (Chanting): iwod-bye, 
Tonao Tone (Chanting): Do be care- 
ful! 
lowed by SING. 


(LirrLe Kr exits slowly, fol- 


CuinGc Lee and 
Touao TonG hold up sleeves before 
faces as sign of sorrow and weeping, 
then exit.) 

ANNOUNCER Most kind 


audience, with the chanting of these 


(Entering 


lines you must know that the first 


episode of our play is finished, and 


the second part is about to begin. 





Heed well this episode, for in it there 
will appear before your very eyes 
the dreadful Serpent, himself. (/x7ts. ) 
LirrLe Ki (£ntering and walling to 
center, followed by SING): It is now 
the Hour of the Rat. I must depart 
for the Serpent’s cave. I have a 
long way to go. Sing, keep watch 
with your eyes and ears and nose. 


Sine: I will gladly watch, mistress. If 


the Serpent does not first take my 
unworthy life, I shall bite him hard. 
(They start walking slowly around the 
SING sniffs excitedly.) Won- 
orable mistress, | beg to inform you 


stage. 


that my nose tells me we are now 
near the cave of the dreadful Serpent. 
LirrLe Ki: Oh, Sing, I am trembling 
like a leaf on the almond tree. 


): Lam a fear- 


STOMACH OF SERPENT (/n a whining 


voice): | am the Stomach of the 
dreadful Serpent. I would rather 
have a bow! of rice than a tender, 
toothsome maiden. Maidens make 
me sick. But the Head always 
sends them down again. (He groans.) 


“AIL OF SERPENT (/na strong, powerful 


voice): | am the Tail of the dreadful 
Serpent. I like to slash the tender, 
toothsome maidens with my strong 
scales, but they are really too soft. 
I would rather have a strong man to 
slash. But, ho hum, the Head’s the 
boss. (The Serpeenr slithers around 
to the pot of rice and kneels down to 
sniff it. As he sniffs, SING ventures out 
from behind the rock, hesitating as if 


deciding whether to attack the SERPENT 


now.) 


SING (Trying to be brave 
Heap: Ugh! ‘This rice disgusts me. 


Unless they send me my _ tender, 


less dog, remember. 
LirrLe Ki (Pointing to sereen upstage): 
That must be the entrance to his toothsome maiden, | am going to 
cave. | will put the pot of rice and get angry and ravage the country- 
honey down here. (Properry Man side. (He emits an awful roar.) 
SinG (Throwing up his paws): Oh, 


dear! Oh, dear! (//e runs as fast as 


brings rock to hide behind. Just as 
Lirrte Ki sets down the pot, there is 
he can back to the rock.) 


Sromacu: Oh, worthy Head, please 


a mighty roar, followed by hissing 

sounds, LAv?rLe Ki and SING jump, 

run, and hide behind rock. The let me have a little rice for a change. 

SERPENT enters, roaring, hissing, and | have been aching for years on 
nothing but meat. 

Heap (Disgustedly): Vegetarian! Well, 
I will eat the rice, but I will still 


(Heap begins to 


slithering once around the stage.) 
HEAD OF SerPent (Jn a slow, mean, 
nasty voice. He bows to audience): 
I am the Head of the dreadful 
Serpent. You may think of me as a eat. 


demand my meat. 
Lirr.e Ki creeps out, sword 
He roars, 


villain. I like tender, toothsome raised.) Ugh! ‘Terrible! 


maidens. Livre Ki jumps back.) 


STOMACH: Delicious, delicious! 


very seven years I eat 

one, and they taste delicious. (//e What 
flavorsome rice! 

Heap: Ugh! No taste at all. (Livre 
Ki steps toward the SERPENT once 


smacks his lips, then turns his head, 
indicating the direction of his Svom- 
cH.) But my stomach always 


gets sick, more, ready to strike with her sword.) 








Now a tender, toothsome maiden 

(Heap looks back toward Sromacnu) 
(Lirr.e Kut és 
frightened again, and runs behind 


Something to chew 


rock .) 
Tai: Or a big, strong man some- 
thing to slash. (Tar begins lashing. ) 
LirtLe Ki: Fearless Sing, seize the 
(With 
a bark, SING springs for the lashing 
tail, and holds it down.) 


Serpent’s tail in your jaws. 


Heap: Help! Help! What’s on my 
tail? 

Tam: A beast! A wild beast! Help! 
Help! (Lrrrie Ki begins slashing 


with the sword.) 

Heap: I can’thelp! I’m being attacked 
by something that cuts! 

Oh-h-h, I’m the 


(A ferocious fight follows, 


STOMACH: and i) 
middle! 
with roars, hissings, cries of “Mercy, 
mercy!” and “Stop, stop!”’) 

Livr.é Ki: Hold on, fearless Sing! 
(They fight furiously, shouting and 
roaring. ) 

Heap (Finally getting a look at Livre 
KX1): Why, we’re being attacked by a 
tender, toothsome maiden! 

SinG (Lets go of the tail for a second): 
And a fearless dog, don’t forget. 
(He grabs the tail again.) 

LivrLe Kr: | am Little Ki, and I am 

to with the 

honorable sword Deceased 


slashing you pieces 

of my 
Ancestor. (The SERPENT comes apart, 
into three pieces. 

Heap: Little Ki, spare us from further 
slashing by the sword of your great 
Deceased Ancestor. 

Tau: And biting by the fearless dog. 

Sromacu: We will gladly 


slave forever 


be your 
if we can ever get 


together again 





LivrLe Ki (Tapping her forehead with 
her first finger): | must think. (She 
takes a few steps away and thinks, 
then turns back to Sereent.) Oh, 
dreadful Serpent, you have done 
great harm, but if you consent to 
be turned into a Dragon, I will 
spare you. As you know, in China, 
Dragons are always good and help- 
ful monsters, ruling air and sea and 
wind. They help good people and 
they always kill bad people and 
villains. We can use more of them 
to make our Flowery Kingdom still 
greater. Will you agree to being 
turned into a Dragon? 


Heap: We'll hold a conference. (The 
three parts confer, then they bow to 
the floor before Livre Kt.) Yes, 
brave and dutiful Little Ki, we will 
swear to become a Dragon. 

Tat: To fight all villains 

Sromacu: And use our great power for 
the good of the Flowery Kingdom. 
(Property MAN enters, removes SER- 
PENT’S head and puts on DRaAGON’s 
head. He then joins the parts together, 
and they rise.) 

LirrLé Ki (While Property MAN ts 
assembling DRraGon, a thought has 
occurred to Lrrrue Kt. 
down to audience, with the thought 

A disturbing thought has 

just come to my mind. Suppose the 

Dragon should turn back again into 

the Serpent? I hadn’t thought of 

that Oh, what shall I do? 

Maybe I’m not a dutiful daughter, 

after all. Maybe I should have killed 

the Serpent. 


She crosses 


gesture): 


before. 


Heap (Who by now is a Dragon): I 
wish I could see how I look. 








Tait: Isn’t there any lake, or a stream 
of water you could use as a mirror? 
Heap (Looking about): | don’t see any. 
(Property MAN enters, puts piece of 
blue cloth on stage.) 
venient, here’s a little pond, 


Oh, how con- 

(He 
looks admiringly, struts about a bit.) 
Say, we look handsome, really hand- 
some. Little Ki, don’t we look hand- 
some? 

LirrLe Ki: Yes, you’re the most hand- 
some Dragon I ever saw. 

Heap (Looking back toward Sromacu 
and Vat.): Did you hear that? 

Tait: Are we more handsome than we 
were when we were the Serpent? 
(SING gives out an angry bark at the 
word ‘‘Serpent.’’) 

LirrLe Ki: Please, don’t ever use that 
word again. You’re a Dragon now 
and I hope you'll be a good Dragon 
forever and ever. 

Heap: We will. We promise, Little Ki. 

Tait: We’d much rather be a hand- 
some Dragon. 

STOMACH: Besides, _ it getting 
boring, being bad all the time. 

LirrLe Ki: Then let us all return to 
my dear parents and tell them what 
has happened. (Chinese music is 
heard. Lairrte Ki, SING, and _ the 

The 
DRAGON ts very pleased with himself, 
and kicks up his heels every now and 
then. 
house. Music stops.) 

Lirrte Ki (Calling): Father, worthy 
Father! Come out into your garden 


Was 


DRAGON go around the stage. 


They stop before CutnGc Ler’s 


and see who honors your house. 


(CuInG Lee and Touao TONG enter.) 
CuinGc Lee (Surprised and overjoyed): 
Little Ki, you are safe! 
Touao TonG (Crosses and puts her 


arms on LirrLe K1’s shoulders): My 
daughter! 

CuinG LEE (Noticing DRAGON, and very 
impressed): Where did you find this 
most handsome Dragon? (DRAGON 
bows.) 

Lirr.e Kr: He’s rather a new Dragon, 
you might say. He used to be the 
dreadful (Jn a whisper) 
S-e-r-p-e-n-t. 

CutnGc Lee (Nodding his head, know- 
ingly): Oh, then the dreadful S-e-r- 
p-e-n-t is no more. 

LirrLeé Kr: He is no more. 

Cuinc Lee (To his wife): Perhaps 
daughters are not just a source of 
useless expense after all. 

Tcuao Tona: In my humble opinion 
you are quite right, honorable hus- 
band. I believe there are many 
persons in the world who think that 
daughters are very important people. 

CutnG LEE: Such a glorious event de- 
serves a celebration. Call in our 
friends from far and near! Let us 
have a feast! Set off firecrackers! 
Bring on lanterns! Let us have 
music! (Property MAN enters with 
bells, which he rings to summon 
quests. He exits, then re-enters with 
lanterns. There is sound of firecrackers 


stage 


and music offstage. WEALTHY 
NEIGHBOR, WEALTHY NEIGHBOR’S 
WIFE, and ANNOUNCER enter as 


All bow to Lirrie Ki and 
her parents. 


quests. 
A joyful celebration be- 
gins, with laughter and gaiety heard 
above the music and firecrackers. Then 
The 


lights dim, and upstage in a golden 


there is a loud boom of the gong. 


spot the Deceasep ANCESTORS ap- 
pear. All bow to the floor before them. 
There is silence, then the Deceased 





ANCESTORS speak in majestic, boom- 
ing voces.) 
Deceasep Ancestor: A dutiful son 
Deceasep ANcesTRESS: Or a dutiful 
daughter 
DECEASED ANCESTOR: Is more precious 
than jade 
DECEASED And 


(Curtain) 


ANCESTRESS: brings 


happiness to everyone. 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
LirrLe Ki AND THE SERPENT 
Characters; 4 male; 4 female; 4 male or female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Chinese dress. Boys 
trousers and long, full jackets. Girls wear 
trousers and Jong, embroidered jackets. 
Deceased Ancestors wear gold costumes, 
and strips of paper hang from their right 
ears. Deceased Ancestor wears sword. 
The Serpent is built in three parts, which 
come apart when desired. He has a scaly 
body, a mouth that opens and shuts when 
he talks, and a fierce-looking white face. 
When he becomes a dragon, his white head 
is replaced by a red-and-gold head. 


wear dark 


Properties: Rock (large box); three benches; 
four cups; sword; pot; bells; lanterns. 


Setting: The stage is set with screens, painted 
in the Chinese manner. Upstage left is a 
temple, which is represented by a trans- 
parent screen or by a niche in the screens. 


Lighting: Gold spot may be used. 


Sounds: Gong; Chinese music; sound of fire- 
crackers, produced by cap guns. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Sue’s Nor TALKING 
(Play on pages 23-36) 
Characters: 2 male; 3 female. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern dress. Anne, Blanch, and 
Phil wear informal clothes. Eugenia wears 
an attractive tailored suit. Jonathan wears 
a business suit and carries a cane. 


Properties: Medicine bottle and teaspoon, for 
Anne; blindfold, for Eugenia. 


Setting: The living room of the Kerry home. 
Exits at left, right, and center lead to the 
rear portion of the house, to the sunroom, 
and outside. The room is comfortably 
furnished, with a sofa, chairs, tables, ete. 
On one table is a telephone. 


Lighting: No special effects. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Rapsir Foor 
(Play on pages 13-22) 


Characters: 4 male; 5 female. 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern dress. Mrs. Taylor has an 
apron on. Betsy enters wearing a tan 
jacket. The Rabbit wears an ordinary suit 
and carries a cane; on his head is a rabbit 
mask with long white ears. 


Properties: Tattered books, handkerchief, 
book, letter, rabbit’s foot. 

Setting: The living room of the Taylor home. 
A sofa is upstage center. Other chairs are 
jaced around the room with tables and 
amps near them. The room is comfortably 
and attractively furnished. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Kingdom of Oceanus 


by Irene Moran 


Characters 
QUEEN STARLITA 
PRINCESS TEENA 
ENDURAS 
Orcus, the guard 
Mrs. DeVERN 
PROFESSOR WESLEY 
PARKER 
VoIcE 
Crowp, citizens of Oceanus 


Time: The present. 

SETTING: The kingdom of Oceanus. 

Ar Risk: QUEEN, PRINCESS, OrcuUs, 
and a Crowpd of citizens of Oceanus 
are talking excitedly and pointing at 
ENpbuRAS, who enters briskly. 

Princess: Enduras! You are back at 
last! 

Orcus: Tell us about Earth! 

Crown (Ad lib): Yes, tell us about 


Karth! Tell us of the strange land 
of Earth! What are humans like? 
(Ete. ) 


QUEEN (Raising arms): Peace! Peace! 
This is 
a great and memorable day for the 
The God of 
Peaceful Waters has permitted us to 
send Enduras to Earth to study the 
Welcome, En- 
duras. Tell us what you have seen. 
‘NpuRAS: Your Royal Highness, and 


(The crowd becomes quiet.) 


people of Oceanus. 


ways of humans. 


— 


beautiful Princess Teena, mine was 
The God of 
Peaceful Waters gave me the form 


a strange adventure. 





and clothing of humans to use as [ 
journeyed upon Earth. When I 
reached Earth, I found myself in 
what the people of Earth call Hud- 
son Bay. I was picked up by some 
Earth men in a tanker. This is a 
huge sea monster, which carries 
them across the water. They thought 
I was a human, and that they were 
rescuing me from drowning. Then 
my strange adventures began. 

Princess (Dreamily): Enduras, what 
do the men of Earth look like? 
Are they very handsome? 

EnpurAS (Sarcastically): | am sorry 
that the lovely Princess is not con- 
tent with the men of Oceanus. 

QUEEN: Daughter, let Enduras con- 
tinue. Go on, Enduras. 

Enpuras (Still gazing at PRINCESS): 
The tanker monster brought me to 
a place called Manhattan. There 
men may speak to each other over 
long distances, by speaking into a 
certain mechanism. I went to a 
house of magic, where I put a coin 
in a slot and it changed to food. 

Princess: All Earth must be magic! 

EnpuraAs: The Earth people have 
magic machines many times swifter 
than sea horses, which carry them 
about. 


They also have steel crea- 
tures that carry them high above 
their earth. 

QUEEN: The Earth people seem very 
fortunate, indeed. 








Princess (Angrily): Why don’t we 
have some of those things here? 
QUEEN: Daughter, do not question 
what the God of Peaceful Waters 

has given us. 

Princess (Pouting): It would be nice 
to talk to the Princess of Cordacia 
by speaking into magic machines. 

QUEEN: Now, Enduras, come to the 
royal palace. A great feast has been 
prepared in your honor. (All leave 
except Orcus, who is standing with 
spear in hand. Unnoticed by Oncus, 
a dwing bell begins to descend. When 
he sees it, he is terrified.) 

Orcus (Running offstage): Help! Help! 
A sea monster! 
In 


E.NDURAS, 


(Bell comes down. 
with 
PRINCESS. 


a Orcus returns 
(JUEEN 
They cautiously approach bell.) 
QUEEN: Enduras, what is this strange 
monster? 
like it. 
Enpuras: Wait! 
carefully.  (H/¢ 
What is this? 
Princess Teena (//ysterically): It is 


moment, 


and 


We have never seen one 


We must approach 
bell.) 


looks inside 


an evil monster, sent to destroy our 
kingdom! Perhaps the king of Aqua- 
tania is starting a war. 

EnpurAs: No, no! 
window? 


Do you see that 

Those are people inside! 
Karth people! 

Orners: Earth people! 

(JUEEN: How can they live underwater? 

Enpuras: They are encased in magic 
material, 

Oxcus: Queen Starlita, shall I sum- 
mon the other warriors to destroy it? 

QUEEN: They have done us no harm, 
Orcus. 

(They come near.) 

KE npuRAS: Your Highness, they would 


mission is. 


Let us find out what their 
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be unable to hear what we say. 

(QUEEN: You are right, Enduras. Per- 
haps the God of Peaceful Waters 
will help us. (They kneel.) Most 
just God of Peaceful Waters, I be- 
seech grant these Earth 

the power to come out 
among us. (A roll of thunder is 
heard. The door of the bell opens and 
Mrs. DeVern, Professor WESLEY, 
and Parker tumble out, shouting 
“What happened,” “Help,” ete. They 
do not see the others, who have drawn 
back.) 

Mrs. DeVern (/Hysterically): We can’t 
be alive! We must be dead! (Stands 
shakily) We’re on the bottom of the 
ocean. 


you to 


people 


Proressor: We're alive — very much 
alive. This is extraordinary. Look! 
(Gesturing) Water! Sand! (He bends 
over, feeling, as QUEEN and others 
come over slowly.) 

Parker: Look, Professor! Mrs, De- 
Vern! It’s fantastic, but I see people! 

Mrs. DeVerN: People? On the bottom 
of the ocean? (Holds her head) This 
can’t happen! 

Proressor: Do you realize what a 
discovery we’ve made? People can 

live in the ocean. (They draw back 

as QUEEN approaches.) It’s in- 
credible, but true. 

QUEEN: We, too, have much to wonder 
about. 
entered the Kingdom of Oceanus 
before. 

PRINCESS: 
Here! 

EnpurAS (7'0 QUEEN): Perhaps a re- 
turn visit, for my trip to Earth. 

Mrs. DeVern: What! This 
crazier every minute. I’ve 


Karth people have never 


Earth people! (Amazed) 


gets 
never 





seen anything like this. 

QUEEN: Welcome to the Kingdom of 
Oceanus. [ am Queen Starlita. This 
is my daughter, Princess Teena, and 
this is Enduras. 

Parker: The Kingdom of Oceanus. 
So that’s where we are. 

Mrs. DeVern (Hesitatingly): We're 


very, very glad tg be here, I guess. 


Tell me, does everyone around here 
dress up like a Christmas tree? 

Princess TEENA: A Christmas tree? 

QUEEN: What is that? 

Mrs. DeVern: How silly of me. Of 
course, you wouldn’t have Christmas 
trees down What I 
was that your jewels are remarkable. 


here. meant 
I’ve never seen so many. 

QUEEN: They are only a few, left to 
me by my dear departed husband, 
the king. He was taken from me 
some five hundred years ago. 

Parker: Five hundred years ago! 

QuEEN: Yes, when our kingdom was 
attacked by deadly squids. 

Proressor: Really? How very in- 
teresting. I wonder what species of 
Cephalopods they belonged to. 

Mrs. DeVern (/rritated): Yes, yes, 

(Sweetly to QurEEN) Did 

you say just a few jewels? 

very nice. 


Professor. 
How 
Personally, my tastes 


tend more to diamonds than Cepha- 
lopods. 

QUEEN: I value them for the memories 
they hold of the king. 

Parker: Memories! [’ll bet that neck- 
lace alone is worth fifty thousand. 

EnpurRAS: Were you sent from Earth 


to learn of our ways? 
PRoFESSOR: Our 

scientific one, 

rare plant 


mission here is a 


We are in search of 
life, | 


am Professor 
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Wesley. This is Mrs. DeVern, and 
this is Parker, my assistant. The 
expedition was financed by Mrs. De- 
Vern, for the purpose of collecting 
oceanic plant life. 

Princess TEENA: You're interested in 
collecting mere plants? What value 
can you find in soggy old plants? 

Professor: They are of great value 

We intend 

to send divers down to bring up the 


to a biologist, Princess. 


new plants we discover, 

QUEEN: Divers? 

PARKER: Men in suits of steel which 
would enable them to stay under- 
water. 

Princess ‘TeeNA: Mother, why not 
make it a hunt? We could have 
everyone join in. It 
welcome party for the Marth people. 

QUEEN: That’s a fine idea. 
us begin. 


would be a 
Come, let 


Proressor: If you would permit us 
to remain, I see quite a few species 
here we could start on, until you 
return with the others. 

We 

will leave your party forashort while. 


QUEEN: As you wish, Professor. 


(They leave. Proressor starts looking 

at a few plants. Oreus remains on 
guard. ) 

Mrs. DeVERN (Mimicking): “Why, 
these are just a few jewels left to 
me by my dear, departed husband.” 
That 
enough 
Avenue. 

Parker (Thoughtfully): 
Mrs. DeVern, we 
get a few for ourselves. 

Mrs. DeVern: Parker, 
times when you come up with some 

Why, 


mermaid walks around with 
hifth 


diamonds to pave 


You 
might be able to 


know, 


there are 


very profitable ideas. we 





could find out where the noble queen 
keeps her “sentimental tokens,” and 
figure out a way to get them into 
the bell. 
hesitantly. ) 
afraid. 

Orcus: I am Orcus, captain of the 
castle guard. 

Mrs. DeVern: Yes, Orcus. 

Orcus (HNxeited): Do they really have 
all those wonderful things on earth? 


(Orcus approaches them, 


Come on, don’t be 


Do they have magic machines? 

ParkKeR: Wait a minute, slow down 
there. What machines are you talk- 
ing about? 

Orcus: Our kinsman, Enduras, has 
just returned from a visit to Earth. 
He says that if you put coins in 
these machines, they turn into good 
things to eat. You can talk into 
another machine, and people hear 
you great distances away. 

Mrs. DeVern (Laughing): You must 

the the tele- 


(ENDURAS comes on stage, 


mean automat and 
phone! 
then stops, listening, unseen by others. ) 

Orcus (Dreamily): | don’t know the 
names, but I know that the beautiful 
Princess Teena would love to have 
them. If I could have them to give 
to her, I could win her love. 

Mrs. DeVern: Perhaps we could 
bring some of them down here. 

Proressor: My dear Mrs. DeVern, 
you know. very that 
things would never 

PARKER 


well those 


(Angrily): Protessor, 

we let Mrs. 
talking? 

PROFESSOR (Confused): What? 

Mrs. DeVern: I’m sure your beautiful 


why 


don’t DeVern do the 


princess would get much enjoyment 


from our magic machines. (Looks 


at others) How could she help but 
admire someone who would get them 
for her? 

Orcus (Trusting): If you could only 
bring some down here! (Draws 
closer) You see, Enduras is also in 

with the princess. What 
chance would a castle guard have 
against Endurag? If I had magic 
machines to offer her, perhaps I 
could win her love. 

Parker (/nterrupting): Of course, 
you could. (Puts arm over Orcvus’ 
shoulder) You know, Orcus, that’s 
not impossible. Perhaps we can work 
out a deal. 

Orcus: A deal? 

Mrs. DeVern: Parker that 
perhaps you could trade something 
for the inventions. 

Onrcus: What have I to trade? 

Mrs. DeVern: You say you’re cap- 
tain of the castle guard. 

Orcus: Yes. 

Mrs. DeVern: Then you must have 
access to the castle. 

Orcus: That’s right. 

Parker (Tactfully): Orcus, you know 
we have to buy those inventions. 


love 


means 


Qn earth we must exchange some- 
thing for them. So if you could give 
us something of value, we would 
buy any magic you would like for 
Princess Teena? 

Orcus: What could I give you? 

Mrs. DeVern: I know we could buy 
many magic things with some dia- 
monds. 

Diamonds? 


Orcus: They are all 


owned by the queen. You see, when- 
ever we need anything the good 
Queen grants it to us, so we have 
no need of valuables for trading. 





PARKER: Orcus, you are allowed in the 
palace, and the queen does have 
diamonds. With all she must have, 
she would never miss the few it 
would take to make Princess Teena 
happy. 

Orcus: I cannot do that! 

Mrs. DeVern: Just think 
phone for the princess. 

Orcus (Hesitating): It would make her 
think more highly of me, wouldn’t 
it? 

Mrs. DeVern: Of course, Orcus. It 
would be so easy. 

Orcus: Yes, I will do it for the prin- 

But how? (ENpuRAS exits.) 

Proressor: While everyone’s — pre- 
paring for the plant hunt, there will 
be a lot of confusion. You could 
get into the castle, and bring the 
jewels here. 

Mrs. DeVerN: We could be gone be- 
fore anyone else returned, 

Then 
magic machines to me? 

Parker: Of course. 

Orcus: [| shall return as quickly as 


a tele- 


Cess. 


OrcUs: you would send my 


possible. = (Oreus begins to leave 
stage. 
QUEEN, 
enter. EENDURAS lakes Oncus by arm.) 

QUEEN: Orcus, you will remain here. 
Enduras has told me a rather un- 


At rear he stops, surprised. 


IEeNpURAS and PRINCESS 


fortunate tale. You see, as we are 
not in contact with Earth people, 
we may be poor judges of character. 
In this case, I am afraid we were 
wrong. 

Mrs. DeVern: But, Queen Starlita 

QUEEN: Apologies are poor substi- 
tutes for good behavior. 
Enduras was on his way to deliver a 


You see, 


message to you, when he overheard 


your conversation with Orcus. 

PRoFEsSOR (Sadly): No new laboratory 
now. 

PRINCESS: Perhaps 
aren’t so very lucky. 
have all 
ENDURAS) we are happy. 

QUEEN: Patience, my dear. 
ber, there is a message still to be de- 
livered. 
towards others.) 

ENpurRAS: Yes, my Queen. 

QvuEEN: Would you deliver that mes- 
sage? 

Enpuras: | was sent by Queen Star- 


Karth people 
We may not 
(To 


those machines but 


Remem- 


(ENpURAS brings Orcus 


lita to ask the three of you to come 
You see, Mrs. De- 
admired the Queen’s 
that the Queen 
wished to make you a gift of dia- 
(Parker, Mrs. 
PROFESSOR are as- 


to the castle. 
Vern had 
jewels so much 


monds and gold. 
DrEVERN 
tonished. ) 
Mrs. DeVern: We 
arth, can’t we? 
QuEEN: In the Kingdom of Occanus 
crimes do not go unpunished, 
Parker: What will you do with us? 
QUEEN: Justice here is determined by 
the God of Peaceful Waters. His 
decision will determine your fate. 
(She 
Princess and Orcus.) 


and 


Can return to 


bows head, so do ENbDURAsS, 
Most just 
Giod of Peaceful Waters, render a 
fitting 


these people. 


and just punishment for 

(Roll of thunder. A 
crab with seaweed is lowered to stage. 
Proressor, Mrs. DeVern and Par- 
KER are amazed. KNDURAS gives i 
to QUEEN, who reads it.) The God of 
Peaceful Waters has judged that you, 
Orcus, shall be removed from captain 
of the guard to cook’s helper, until 





you prove yourself worthy of a more 
honorable position. For the three 
Earth people, all that is asked is 
the fulfillment of their promises. 
(Reading) “The Professor may leave 
the Kingdom of Oceanus upon the 
completion of 


magic device 


known as the telephone.” 


one 

Proressor: A telephone here? Make 
one? I can’t! 

Mrs. DeVern: That’s 
How can he do it? 

QuEEN (To Mrs. DeVern): Perhaps 
you will find your task somewhat 


easier, 


impossible! 


(QUEEN continues to read.) 

“The Earth woman may return to 

her land unharmed, upon the com- 

pletion of the second magie in- 
vention, the automat.” 

Mrs. DeVern (Angrily): No! 


heaven’s sake, let me wake up and 


lor 


find I’m dreaming all this! 
QUEEN (leads): Parker 
shall be free to leave the Kingdom 


“Rarthman 


of Oceanus when he has produced 
the magic iron creature known as 
the airplane.” 

Parker: A plane? Here, at the bottom 
of the ocean? (ALL three begin shout- 
ing and exclaiming, when a voice is 
heard.) 

Voice (Rapid and desperate): Hello! 
Hello, down there. 
DeVern, Parker! 


Professor, Mrs. 
What’s wrong? 


Something happened to our controls 
and we can’t reach you. This is the 
SS. Wilson, calling diving expedi- 


tion. What’s the matter down there? 
teport! 
answer. 


Diving expedition, please 
This is the S.S. Wilson 
calling. There’s a bad storm coming 
up, and we’re going to have to leave 
if we don’t get an answer. 
answer! We 


Please 
have to leave now. 
We’ll try to come back to find you. 
We'll try . . . (Quick curtain.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue KiInGpom or OCEANUS 

Characters: 4 male; 3 female; male and female 
extras as desired, 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: The Queen and Princess wear long, 
filmy dresses and coronets. The Queen 
wears many jewels. Enduras and Orcus 
wear tunics, and Orcus carries a trident. 
All citizens of Oceanus wear clothes of deep 
blues and greens. The Earth people wear 
everyday clothing. 

Properties: Cardboard crab, with crepe-paper 
seaweed on it; a cardboard diving bell. 
(The bell is lowered from the ceiling so 
that it falls near the edge of the setting, 
and the Earth people appear to come from 
it.) 

Setting: The kingdom of Oceanus. Large, 
jagged cardboard rocks jut out from each 
side of the stage. On the backdrop and on 
the rocks, fish, sea horses, seaweed, etc., 
are painted. The wreck of a ship may be 
painted in the center of the backdrop. 
Scattered about the stage are sea plants 
and bright crepe-paper sea anemones. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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A Real April Fool’s Day 


by Marguerite Kreger Phillips 


Characters 


(GRANDMA MARTIN 

Saran Martin, her granddaughter 
RoGer Martin, her grandson 
KEN STANLEY, Roger’s pal 

Lois Becker, Sarah’s friend 

THe OLp Clown 

Voice, from offstage 


Time: The present. 

SETTING: The living room of the Martins. 

Ar Ruse: Stage is empty. A loud, boyish 
laugh is heard offstage. Then Rocrer 
runs on, followed by GRANDMA Mar- 
TIN, who seems a bit provoked. 

RoGER (Dodging behind chair): Take 
it easy, Grandma. It was only a 
joke. This is April first. 

(GiRANDMA (Stops and grins): I planned 
to fool you first. That’s why I’m so 
provoked, 

toGER: You really fell for that old one! 
(GGRANDMA _ 8ils ROGER 
mimics.) _ “Smell something burn- 
ing?” And what do you do? Rush 
right open the 
oven, When you didn’t even have it 
lighted. 

GRANDMA: A good cook is always 
disturbed by the thought of some- 
thing burning. 

RoGrEr: Says the lady, giving herself 
a pat on the back. How about 
baking gingerbread 
Mom’s off to the big city 


down, as 


to the stove and 


some today? 
come 


on, Grandma. Ken is coming over 


soon. (Flops into chair) Wouldn’t 
you know April Fool’s day would 
fall on a Saturday, so that we 
couldn’t trick people at school? 
What’ll we do? 

GRANDMA: Your father always had 
something to do when he was a boy. 
He was always playing circus, and 
when the circus came to town, he had 
that to plan for. He even tried to run 
away and join the circus, but his 
father soon got that idea out of his 
head. 

Rocer (Grinning): With a paddle? 
(GRANDMA nods.) Dad has promised 
to take me in to see the big circus 
that comes to the Hippodrome every 
spring, but I’m still waiting. 

GRANDMA: I hope he does, but it can’t 
compare to the old days. 

Roger (Not impolitely): 1 think 
I’ve heard that before, but I like 
your stories. 

GRANDMA: When word got around 
that a circus was coming to town, 
we were all up before dawn and 
down to the grounds to watch them 
put up the tents. 

RoGER (Quickly): And carry water for 
the elephants! 

GRANDMA: Never missed a chance! 

RoGer (Thinking hard): Was it more 
fun to be young then than now, with 
our escalators, TV, helicopters, air- 
planes, and guided missiles? What 
do you honestly think, Grandma? 

GRANDMA: You’d better ask your Dad 
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that one. What’s he doing today? 

[ suppose he’s in that workshop of 

his. Your father should have been 
a stage designer, or an artist. 

toGer: [| haven’t seen him around 
all morning. | want to fool him, too. 

I wish Ken would get here, so we 

can plan some tricks. (Saran and 
Lois appear, excited.) 

Saran: Roger, you should be down- 
town. Everybody’s talking about 
the circus. 

RoGer: You can’t fool me. I happen 
to know this is April first and no big 
circus is going to stop in this town. 
(Grabs a book, flops into chair) 

Lous: If he feels like that, Sarah, don’t 
tell him the rest of the exciting news. 

to bake those 


(Pulls a paper 


Come on, we want 

April Fool cookies. 

out of her pocket. GRANDMA sits up 

suddenly.) 1 have the recipe right 
here. (They start out and reach door 
as (ARANDMA speaks.) 

(;sRANDMA (Starting after the girls): 
Qh, no! Not in our kitchen. You'll 
only waste good butter, flour, eggs, 
and milk by stirring in a lot of red 


pepper. 


Lois (Teasingly): Just an itsy-bitsy bit 
of pepper. 


(Lots and Saran exit. 
CGiRANDMA follows, shaking her finger 
at them. Suddenly there is a swishing 
The head of a 
quraffe is seen peering through cur- 
tains. 


sound at window. 
tOGER stares at window. He 
sits up straight, then, puzzled, stares 
across at window. ) 
toGER: That’s funny. I thought | 
Aw! 
Somebody’s playing an April Fool’s 
joke on me. (The head is withdrawn. 


Was Imagining it but it’s there! 


toGER, suddenly very bold, shouts. 


Whoever you are out there, I’m not 
going to look and maybe get a pailof 
cold water down my neck. Neck? 
(Gulps) Say, it would take a giraffe 
(Rushes to 
bookcase, grabs an encyclopedia, finds 


to reach that window! 


the place, and is reading aloud when 

enters. ) Of all living 
animals the giraffe is the tallest. 
The giraffe has keen sight and hear- 
ing and is a plant eater. 

(GRANDMA (Cuts in sharply): Why the 
sudden interest in giraffes? 


(7RANDMA 


toGER (Smiles slyly, puts book down, 
and turns chair so that back is towards 
window): Do sit down in this chair 
for a minute. 

GRANDMA (Suspictously): A tack, per- 
haps? 

t0oGER: Would I want my very own 

tack? 

Now, keep your 


grandmother to sit on a 
(GRANDMA. sits.) 
back turned. 


(;0 ahead, show me the giraffe. | 


(Addresses window) 
promise not to grab it. 

(;RANDMA: Roger, who are you talking 
to? 

Roce: | saw a giraffe’s head at that 
window. 

GinanpMa: You already fooled me once 
today. (Turns around) 

RoGcer: I did see it. 

(;RANDMA: Maybe if [I look in the sink 
I'll see a crocodile. 

toGER: Maybe it’s Ken. 

KEN (intering): Sure it’s Ken, any- 
thing I can do for you? 

Roger (Angrily): Did you just: stick 
a giraffe’s head in that window? 

KEN: Not 


make a noise. 


me, I like animals that 
What’s that behind 
your ear? 


KEN and GranpbMA (Shout in wnison, 





as RoGer reaches behind ear): April 
Fool! 

RoGer: Have your fun. I'll catch you, 
Ken. (KEN faces window and sees 
the bobbing head of the giraffe.) 

KEN (Shouting): Look out! It’s right 
behind you. 

toGER (He (7RANDMA do not 
turn.): You can’t catch me so easily! 

(;RANDMA: Nor me. 

KEN: It looks like one. 

RoGer: Grandma, are you going to 
look? 


CiRANDMA: Might as well. 


and 


(They both 
turn as head disappears.) Wen, there's 
nothing there. 

KXeEN: There was! 

(GRANDMA: Then it’s gone. 

RoGrer: Where? 

KeN: Rog, are you willing to risk it? 

L0GER (Dubious): Risk what? 

Ken: Your neck. 

t0GER: My neck? 

(;RANDMA: His neck? 

KEN: His neck, to find out if that thing 

that head of a giraffe has one. 

(GRANDMA (Worried): A neck? 

KEN: If it’s real, wouldn’t it need a 
neck to get up there? 

(GRANDMA: Boys, aren’t we being silly 
about all this? Why don’t you just 
vo out the front door and peek? 

KEN: Let’s see if it has legs as well as 
a neck. 

toGER: Wait, 
here and fool them first. 

GRANDMA: They’re too busy. 

KEN: That’s the first giraffe I ever 
saw outside of a zoo. I’ve 


let’s get the girls in 


never 
been to a big circus. 

(GRANDMA: Poor boy. (IKKEN and RoGEer 
are looking at cach other, but GRranp- 


MA sees the head as it comes in and 


out.): My stars! It 7s a giraffe! 

RoGerR: Now, we've all seen it. I’m 
going to call Sarah. (SARAH appears. ) 
The very person we want to see. 

Saran (Shoves RoGer aside): There’s 
a man at the back door who’s all 
excited. He has the funniest face! 

t0GER: What does he want? 

Saran: He wants to come in and talk 
to an adult. 

Lots: Sarah, should | let him in? 

(JRANDMA: Roger, you go let the poor 
man in. 

Saran and Lots: Oh, no! We don’t 

those boys in the kitchen. 
(The girls rush off.) 

(;RANDMA (Looks ominously at window) : 


want 


Boys, not a word about the giraffe 
at our window. The poor man might 
think he had landed in some sort of 
Remember, not a word! 

{0GER (.VWotions to 


ZOO. 
KEN): Come on, 
we'll sit up here. Grab a big book, 
and if he starts to murder Grandma 
let him have it. 
({RANDMA: Roger, 
silliest things! 
Saran (As the CLOWN enters): This is 
(She exits.) 
(Makes a flourishing bow to 


you do say the 


the man, Grandma. 
CLOWN 
(RANDMA): Kind of you to see me. 
I’m the (Both boys 


stare. ) 


from circus. 


(7RANDMA: Circus? Oh, circus! Here? 
You came from the cireus? 

CLOWN (Laughs): The last big show 
on earth! 

(GRANDMA: But what? 
did you come from? 


Where 
Oh, the good 
You make me think of 


How? 


old days! 
them. 

CLown: I wish I had time to sit and 
talk with you about those days. 





(Not to be 


father ran away as a boy and joined 


Ci KANDMA stopped): My 
a circus, and his father was a real 
circus clown. (The Ciown _fidgets; 
tries to appear interested.) 
My great-great-grandfather 
knew Abraham Lincoln. 


{0GER: 


CLown (Cuts in rather abruptly): Son, 
I wish | 
but I’m looking for something and 


could hear all about it, 


as soon as I find it | must get back. 
Part of our train was derailed. Have 
you by any chance seen any strange- 
looking animals this morning? 
RoGcer: Oh!... (KEN covers his mouth.) 
GRANDMA (With dignity): Strange ani- 
mals? Around here? My good man! 
CLown: I just thought you might have 
seen Genevieve. She’s very friendly. 
If you had seen her, you’d be more 
excited, so I will keep looking. ‘The 
boss is offering a reward of one hun- 
dred dollars to anyone who can lead 
us to where she is. (Starts to rise) 
Sakau: Grandma, may we bring in 
some of your doughnuts? 
CLowN (Roars with delight): Now I 
know you think [’ma tramp. Young 


lady, I’m top clown with the big 
circus. 


Lows (Behind Saran, holding plate of 
doughnuts): Sarah, if he’s top clown, 
then he’s the one they were talking 
about this morning. He’s famous! 

Crown (Smiles at girls): 1 must admit 
that I am. 

Do sit 


(GRANDMA: down and have a 


doughnut. Girls, bring a glass of 
nice cold milk. Boys, imagine having 
a real clown right in our house. 

CLown: I homemade 


(KEN and 


shouldn’t, but 
doughnuts sound great. 
RoGer fall over each other trying to 


arrange a chair for Cuown. Lots 
hands plate of doughnuts to SARAH, 
and exits. All eyes are on CLOWN. 
Saran faces window and sees the 
giraffe’s head. She gulps, almost drops 
the plate, then screams.) 
look behind you. 
I’ve been fooled 


Saran: Grandma! 

(;RANDMA: Not me. 
enough today. (Head disappears. ) 

Saran: I] saw it! It was looking in that 
window. 

CLown (Jumps up): Young lady, what 

Was it 


Sananu: Genevieve? 


did you see? Cenevieve? 
Tell me, 
girl, did it look like a giraffe? 
RoGer: Genevieve is a giraffe? 
(;RANDMA: A giraffe? 
toGeR: You mean you really are look- 
ing for a giraffe? 
head affirmatively. ) 
Ken: There’s a hundred dollar reward? 
Roger (As he and Ken grab Clown 
by the arms and rush out): Come on, 


CLOWN: Yes Crenevieve. 


(CLOWN bobs his 


we'll show you where she is. 

(Enters with 
What happened? 
body? 

(;RANDMA: Lois, Sarah did see a giraffe 

That’s what the 

We've all 


milk) : 
Where is every- 


Lots glass of 


at that window. 
clown was looking for. 
been seeing a real giraffe. 

Lots: Honestly? Sarah, you, too? 

Saran: Yes, I did. I really did see 
its head. 

GRANDMA: I thought Sarah was trying 
to fool me. I do hope they catch it. 
The poor old clown. 

Lois: Our poor cookies! 
rush off. 


the window. 


(Both girls 
(JRANDMA turns and faces 
The head appears. She 
moves for it and grabs the head by the 
ears. She almost falls over backwards 





as the head, on a long stich, comes 
through the window. She backs up and 
sits down with a thump.) 
GRANDMA: Oh, my goodness! 
holding head out in front of her.) 
RoGER (Dashes in excitedly): We caught 
it! I saw it from the front porch 
us soon as we left here. 


(Sils 


It was over 
back of the garage and the clown is 
going to send us a bunch of tickets. 
(Flashes a bill) Look! (Sees the 
head) Looook! ' 

GRANDMA: You’d better look. Maybe 
you caught a giraffe, but I caught 
one, too, 

Saran (Followed by Lots and Ken): 
(Grandma, | get some of that re- 
ward. I was the one that saw Gene- 
vieve at the window. 

GRANDMA (Shakes head 
Take another look. 

RoGrer: What you saw was that. What 
we saw from the front porch when we 
took the old clown out was the real 
giraffe. 

Saran: Then it 
Fool’s trick. 


at SARAH): 


Was just an April 


Lots: Sarah, there was a real giraffe 
on the train, remember? 

Saran: Grandma, who would play a 
trick like that? 
If I hadn’t screamed, you wouldn’t 
have told the old clown about that 


(Turns to RoGer) 


thing, and he would have gone away. 
Then 


tickets and the reward. 


you wouldn’t have those 
Lots: How did that get in? (Points 
to the head.) 
GRANDMA: IT was alone and saw it at 
I thought only of that 
poor man and that it must have 
gotten away from the clown and the 
boys. So, I just made up my mind 
in a hurry and walked straight to 
the window and grabbed Genevieve 


the window. 


by the ears. She came right in and 
made herself at home, as you can see. 

Saran: T still want my share of the 
reward, 

RoGcer: You'll get some, if vou don’t 
get huffy. 

GraNDMA: What a shame your father 
had to miss this. A real circus clown 
sitting right here in our living room. 

RoGer: Dad would have loved chasing 
after that giraffe, but who could be 
at the bottom of that trick? (Points 
at head) 

Voice (From outside window): April 
Fool, son, April Fool! 

RoGer: Dad! 

GRANDMA (Shakes a finger towards win- 
dow): Your own father. Why, you 

old clown! 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
A Rear Apri Foou’s Day 


Characters: 3 male; 3 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: All but the Clown are in modern 
everyday dress. The Clown wears a bright 
clown costume, and his face is painted. 


Properties: Piece of paper, for Grandma; plate 
of doughnuts and glass of milk, for Lois; 


money bill, for Roger; giraffe head on long 
stick. 


Setting: A comfortably furnished living room. 
A bookcase contains an encyclopedia. There 
is a curtained window with an opening 
large enough for the giraffe head 


Lighting: No special effects. 





New Books! 


TEEN-AGE PLAYS for 
ALL OCCASIONS 


by Mitprep Hark AND 
NoeEL McQuEEN 





A collection of 22 lively one-act 
plays by two well-known play- 
wrights for young people. In ad- 
dition to all the major holidays, 
there are exciting plays for such 
occasions a8 Mother’s Day, Election 
Day, and Graduation. Simple set- 
tings and inexpensive costuming 
make these plays ideal for amateur 
production. 


Junwor and Sentor High 
(Clothbound) 465 pages; $5.00 
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HOLIDAY PLAYS for 
LITTLE PLAYERS 


by Desoran NEWMAN 


Young children will be delighted 
with the 33 short plays in this fine 
collection. Written with imagina- 
tion and understanding, these lively 
dramas are easy to produce and will 
capture the interest of little players. 
EKasy-to-memorize lines, natural sit- 
uations, and simple settings make 
the plays ideal for youngsters. All 
important holidays are covered 
plus special occasions such as Fire 
Prevention Week, Election Day, 
Book Week, Flag Day, and Class 
Day. 


Lower Grades 
(Clothbound) 286 pages; $4.00 


PLAYS, Inc. 


8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 








8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
\ 





Round-the-Year Plays 
for Children 
by Auice Very 


Included are 35 royalty-free short 
plays for all important holidays and 
festive occasions, adaptations of folk 
tales and legends, nature plays, and 
special dramatizations for the four 
seasons of the year. Lively plots, easy 
to produce. 

Lower and MiddleGrades 279 pgs., $3.50 


Blue-Ribbon Plays 
for Graduation 
edited by Syitvia E. KAMERMAN 


A collection of one-act, royalty-free 
plays suitable for commencement pro- 
grams. This book contains an ex- 
citing variety of dramatic material to 
highlight graduation and promotion 
exercises. 

Junior and Senior High 203 pgs., $3.50 


Four-Star Plays for Boys 
edited by A S. Burack 


These 15 one-act, royalty-free plays 
for all-boy casts offer a wide range of 
settings (Sherwood Forest, a modern 
newspaper office, a circus, etc.) and a 
variety of characters (cowboys, clowns, 
pirates, space men, and American teen- 
agers). Easy to produce. 
Lower Grades through Senior High 
237 pages, $3.50 
(Standard Clothbound Books) 


PLAYS, Inc. 
Publishers 





7 








The Three Wishing Bags 


by Martha Swintz 


Characters 
Cook 
JESTER 
ELOISE 
Wircu 
LADY CATHERINE 
LADY MARGARET 
PRINCE ROLAND 
KING 
Doctor 
CoOURTIERS 
SCENE | 

SeTrine: The kitchen in the castle of 
Lord and Lady Bustledown. 

At Rise: The Cook is busy at a table 
littered with dishes and cooking uten- 
sils. 
from him, straddling a chair. 


The Jester sits across the table 


Cook: Go away, fool! If I’m not care- 
ful I’ll ruin this pie I’m making. 

Jester: The fact that 
nothing to do with it. That pie was 
ruined before you started. (Ducks 
behind chair to escape cup thrown at 


I’m here has 


him by Cook) 

Cook: If you make one more remark 
like that [I—TI-- VI go tell 
Lord and Lady Bustledown that 
you’re picking on me. — (Sniffs into 
apron) 

JeEsTeR: Oh, vou poor mistreated little 
thing! 
presence 


If you set one foot in their 
I'll tell 

really put in that stew the other day. 
Cook: You know I put nothing but the 


them what you 


best of meats into my stews. 
Jester: Ah, ves, but the best of what 


kind of meat? Only this morning 
Lord Bustledown told me that one 
of his finest dogs had disappeared, 
and if I were to tell him 

Cook: You wouldn’t dare. If I catch 
you I'll put you in a stew. (Picks 
up large pan and starts to chase 
JESTER around kitchen. ELois®% en- 
lers, and is nearly knocked down, She 
carries a large tray which is empty.) 


ELoisE: For goodness’ sake, watch 


where you’re going! When I left, 
you two were after each other and 
now you're at it again. 
careful or I'll spill the soup on the 
floor. (Goes to table and puts bowls on 


Please be 


tray) 

JESTER: Eloise, my dear, that is exactly 
where this soup belongs. 

Cook: Don’t you believe a word he 

Why, I’m my 
turtle soup the kind I am serving 
tonight. 

Jester: Aye, he's famous all right. 


says. famous for 


He’s the only cook known who can 
make turtle soup by boiling the 
shell only. 
chase Jester but ELOISE steps be- 


(Cook again starts to 


tween them.) 

KLoIse: Please, please! Can’t you keep 
quiet for just one minute? You will 
disturb Prince Roland. 

Cook: And who is he, dear Eloise? 

Evorse: Prince Roland is the son of the 
King. He is dining here tonight with 
Lord and Lady Bustledown, and | 
certainly enjoy serving him. (Sighs) 





He is, undoubtedly, the most hand- 
some man I have ever seen. 
Jester: Ah, love, how sweet it is. Per- 
haps that the 
culinary troubles, Cook. 
(Aside to KLoIsr 
culinary mean? 


Is answer to your 


What 


Cook does 

ELoise: It means your troubles in the 
kitchen. 

Cook (To Jester): Oh, so you think 
you know so much. What is your 
solution? 

Jesrer: If a man were deep enough in 

SEDSCS he dulled. 

Others Then he 

couldn’t taste your food, and_ all 


love his would 


tight? nod, ) 
would be well. 

Cook: Dear Eloise, pray hold me back. 
I feel like taking this weasel and cut- 
ting him into small pieces for mince- 
meat. 

KLoisk: Come, Jester, stop your teas- 
ing. | don’t want the Prince to hear 
this squabbling. 

Jesrer: I’m sorry. Are you really in 
love with Prince Roland? 

KLome: Well —- I'd like to be. 

Jester: A lot of good it would do you. 
You're just a seullery maid, and 
every great lady in the kingdom is 
after him. They do all they can to 
gain his favor. 

Kore: I know that. I might as well 
be in love with the moon. But I just 
can't help it, he’s so handsome and 
kind. What can I do? (Sighs deeply) 

Cook: You can take the soup in before 
it gets stone cold. 

JesTeR: As to the temperature, I’m not 

ah, I’m 

the 


so sure, but as to the stone 

it feel like 
stomach. 

Cook: Why, you 


sure will one in 
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KLoise: Now, Cook, please! 

Cook: All right. Take the soup to the 
dining room. When you get back the 
Jester will probably have thought of 
a way for you to meet your Prince 
he’s so very, very smart. 

KLowe (Picking up tray and starting 
for door, right): If only I could be a 
member of the court in his father’s 

But why wish for miracles? 
(Karits right) 

Jester: | wish there were something 


castle. 


we could do for her. 

Cook (Laughs): Don’t tell me you, the 
great Jester, can’t think of some- 
thing. 

Jester: Yes, I have it! We'll go to the 
King and ask for positions in his 
palace. If he hires us we'll insist that 
he take Eloise, too, as a serving maid. 
Then at least she will be closer to 
the Prince. 

Cook: An excellent idea. 
think it will work. 
might be worth trying. 

Jester: We will see the King tomor- 
row! (A knock is heard at door, left, 


But I don’t 


However, it 


and immediately an old Wrrceu en- 
lers.) 

Wircu: Excuse me, good sirs, | hate to 
trouble you but I am old and hun- 
gry. Have you a little something 
you could spare for one in dire need? 

Cook: What? Whois it? Oh, a beggar. 
Didn’t you see the sign by the door 
“No Beggars Allowed”? That means 
you. 

Witcu: Please, sir, | am very hungry. 
Couldn’t you just spare me a bit of 
meat and some bread? 

JesTeR: Madame, if it is his bread you 
seek, stay hungry and count your 


blessings. 





Wircu: What is that you say? Noth- 
ing could be worse than the hunger 
I feel. 

JESTER: I see you are new in these 
parts and have not heard of the Cook 
from whom you beg food. Be gone, 
woman, ere I force you to eat his 
food. (Cook throws dish at JesvEer. 
ELOISE right, with 
tray.) 

ELOISE: 


enters, emply 


Now what’s the trouble? 
Can’t you two ever live in peace? 
(Notices Wircu) My goodness! Who 
is this? 

Jester: A poor, helpless, old woman 
who came here asking for food, and 
this heartless (Nodding 
foward Cook) was about to give her 
some. The very food that he had 
cooked! Such cold-blooded cruelty I 
have never seen before. 

Cook: That’s all! That’s all I 


monster 


can 


stand! Out of the way, Eloise, while 


I make him into an omelet. (Cook 
chases JesveR out, left.) 

ELotmsk: You'll have to excuse their 
behavior. They really are the best of 
friends, but even friends must have 
their little arguments. 

Wircu: The way they argue one of 
them will end up in the grave. 

EvLorst: Or the gravy. 
are hungry? 

Wircu: Very. 

Exvotse: Then sit down at the table 
and I’ll get you something to eat. 


You say you 


(Wrrcu sits at table and ELotse gives 
her soup and bread.) 

Wircu: You are most kind to me, my 
dear. 

ELoIse: Not at all. You will feel bet- 
ter after you have eaten. Have you 
traveled far? 


Wircu: Yes, my child, but now perhaps 
my travels have come to an end. | 
think I have found what I seek. 

ELoise: You are searching for some- 
thing? Would you tell me? 

Wircu: | have been searching for a 
very valuable treasure. 

EvLotse: Gold and jewels? 

Wircu: I have sought a treasure far 
more valuable than gold and jewels. 
! have found it in this room. 

ELoist (Looking around room): | see 
nothing here more valuable than 
money and gems. 
thing else? 

Wircu: Ah, yes, my child. | 
searched for a person who was kind, 
understanding and good 
was not too proud to help others, and 
who tried to be a friend to all. [ think 
I have found these qualities in you. 

You 

have known me but a few minutes. 


Do you see any- 
have 


one who 


E.Lorse: How can you be sure? 


Can you tell these things at a glance? 
Wircu: The ordinary person can’t, but 
you see I am not an ordinary person. 

ELoisE: No? Then who are you? 

Wircu: I — am a witch! 

ELoise: A witch! Oh, what have | 
done? You have tricked me into 
giving you the food of my good Lord 
and Lady. I thought you were just 
a poor, starving old woman. Have 
mercy and leave at once! 

Wircu: Now that’s what I call real 
homey hospitality. Come now, girl, 
I mean you no harm. | am not a bad 
witch, but a good witch. 

KLoise: A good witch? I didn’t know 
there was such a thing. 

Wircnu: Yes, there are a few of us left. 
I grant you there are a lot of cheap 
impersonators who try to pass them- 








selves off as real witches, but there 
are some of the original models still 
available. 

ExLotse: Then you are a real, honest- 
to-goodness witch? 

Wircu: I most certainly am. I’ll have 
you know that I’m a member in good 
standing of the Royal Society for 
the Preservation Fide 
Witches, Incorporated! My grand- 

the 

group when she saw the profession 

She’s still 


someplace. 


of Bona 


mother was the organizer of 


was going to the toads. 


flying around — here 


Granny —- Granny! 


Lose: Please, it isn’t necessary to 
summon her. I believe you. 

Wircu: That’s good, because you must 
have complete faith in me. I am 
about to give you something which 
is more valuable than anything you 
own or ever have owned. The King 
himself does not possess anything as 
priceless as my gift to you. 

Lose: It is not necessary to offer me 
gifts just because I let you have 
little food. 
anyone, 

Wiren: | understand all that, but you 
deserve what I have for you. How- 


a 
I would do the same for 


ever, you must promise me that you 


will follow my instructions faith- 
fully concerning this gift. 

ELoise: | promise. 

Wiren: Very well. (Pulls out a bag 

from under her shawl) his is my gift. 

Take it and use it wisely. (Hands 
bag to ELoise) 

Kuowe (A little disappointed): Oh 
uh — thank you. 

Wireu: | 
pleased. Don’t you like my present? 

Moise: I think it’s lovely. I’ve always 


thought you would be 
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wanted a little bag to keep things in. 
Witrcn (Laughing): My dear, nothing 
in the world you could put in these 
bags would equal their wealth now. 
They are not just ordinary bags. 
They are the three wishing bags! 
Exoise: Three? I see only one. 
Wircn: There are two more inside the 
one you see, and in each bag is the 
power to grant one wish. Just hold 
a bag over your head, close your 
eyes, and say this little rhyme: 
“Wishing bag, wishing bag, 

Full of wishes, cold and hot, 

Make it true, make it true, 

Just one wish, and fail me not.”’ 
Then make your wish, and you shall 
have whatever you want. Use one 
bag for each wish. 

ELotse: This is too marvelous to be- 
lieve! How can I ever thank you? 
Wrren: One moment — and this is the 

most important of all. There is only 
one precaution. These bags contain 
a very powerful magic, and if any- 
one but you tries to use them, that 
person shall die on the spot. 
Kose (Gasping): Oh, my! 
Wircu: The only way to save someone 
by 
these bags is to use another one 


who has been. stricken one of 
vourself to wish them back to life. 
Make sure that those 
you love never find these bags and 
try to use them. 


Exvorse: | shall be very, very careful. 


So beware! 


May I really wish for anything in 
the world? 

Wiren: That is true, only remember 
my warning. The three wishing bags 
are for you, and you alone. No one 
else must try to use them. They will 
die if they do. And now, farewell 





and good wishing. 
left) 

ELoIse (Gazing at bag in her hands): | 
simply can’t believe it. (Hugs bag to 
her heart) Anything will be mine! 


(Krits quickly, 


Anything! What shall I wish for 
first? Let me see — beautiful clothes, 
jewels, a coach and horses like 


Cinderella had so I can go to the 
palace? Wait! Why waste wishes on 
details? The bag will take care of 
those. Yes! At last I shall meet my 
Prince! Come little bag and do my 
bidding. (Hastily pulls out innermost 
bag and holds it over her head. Closes 
CHES) 
“Wishing bag, wishing bag, 

Full of wishes, cold and hot, 

Make it true, make it true, 

Just one wish, and fail me not!” 
I wish to be a grand lady at the 
court of Prince Roland! 

CURTAIN 


* * * 4 


SCENE 2 

Time: One year later. 

SETTING A room in the palace of the 
King. 

Ar Rise: Lapy CATHERINE 178 sludy- 
ing a book with great interest while 
she makes dramatic gestures with her 
arm and strikes poses. LADY Mar- 
GARET 7s practicing singing. She runs 
scales in a voice that demands much 
training. It is loud but not good. 

CATHERINE (Laying down book): For 
heaven’s sake, Margaret, stop that 
racket! I’ll never learn this poem. 

MarGareET (Slops singing abruptly): 
Well! After all, Catherine, your 
mutterings aren’t exactly beautiful. 
I'll) have you know I’m practicing 
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the song I’m to sing at the banquet 
tonight. 

CATHERINE: I thought so. The King 
said they were trying to conserve 
food. 

MarGARET: Really, dear, | must say 
you certainly cleared the salon in 
record time yesterday afternoon. 
All you did was to start reading that 
“Qde to a Green Worm” and the 
place was empty in five minutes. 

CATHERINE: Yes, and | thought it was 
most discourteous to me. They just 
don’t appreciate fine literature. (/r- 
lends hands in front of her and strikes 
pose) 

“Oh, little worm upon the ground, 
Have you traveled very far? 
I stand above and then look down, 
And there you are, and there you 
are. 
Your little head is raised so proudly, 
Like a little leaf -—”’ 

MarGaret: Please, Catherine, have 

That thing is’ horrible. 
Maybe the worms appreciate it, but 
not me. 

CATHERINE (/aughtily): There’s really 
very little difference. 

MarGarert: I’ve never been so insulted 


mercy! 


in all my life! Good day! (Sfarts 
lo leave) 
CATHERINE: Wait a moment, Mar- 


garet. This is no time for us to be 
squabbling. We must stand together 
or all is lost. 

MarcGaret: What do you mean? 

CATHERINE: For a long time I have 
had my eye on the throne of this 
fair country, and if you will help me 
land Prince Roland I will make you 
First Lady in Waiting when I am 
(Jueen. 





MarGaret: You might as well ask me 
But, I 
(Sighs) I, too, 
aspired to the throne at one time, 


to help you fly to the moon. 
know how you feel. 


but as the King seems no longer in- 
terested in matrimony, and I am 
older than the Prince, I have given 
up. I look so good in purple, too. 
CATHERINE: Perhaps you have given 
‘atherine. 


a crown, 


up, my dear, but not ¢ 
I’ve had my head fitted for 
and I intend to wear one. 
ManrGarer: Really, my dear, it’s all 
right to dream, but don’t go over- 
board on this thing. (Laughs) 
CATHERINE: Laugh if you will, but [’ll 
get the Prince for my own. 
MarGaret: You know very well that 
he has eyes for no one but Lady 
Heloise. 
CaTHerRINE: Yes, | realize that he 
hasn’t looked at anyone else since 
she came here a year ago from her 
strange land of Potsanpania. But I 
still think there must be some way 
to overcome her advantage with him. 
MarGarer: Silly girl. 
CATHERINE: but 
knows for sure that she is really of 


Perhaps, no one 


royalty. They just believe her be- 
cause they want to please the Prince. 

Marcarer: He has accepted her at 
court as a Princess. 

CATHERINE: Yes, but if I were to pose 
as a beautiful young Princess from 
some unknown land, they would 
never believe me. 

MarGarer: There are some things one 
just can’t believe, my dear. 

CATHERINE: I'll overlook that remark 
for the moment because | need your 
help to find some way to snare Prince 
Roland. 
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MarcGaret: You might kidnap him. 

CATHERINE: Why, he’s a grown man — 
and anyway, he’s heavily 
guarded. 

MARGARET: It was only a suggestion. 

CATHERINE: You'll have to do better 
than that if you want to be First 
Lady in Waiting. 

MarcGaret: Could you offer him your 
father’s castle? Or doesn’t your 
father have a castle? Maybe just a 
nice cool cave in a mountain might 
do. 

CATHERINE: Wait a minute. Even 
though you are trying to insult me, 
you may have given me an idea. 
The Prince does like unusual gifts. 

MarGaret: Then how about some 
hand-painted suspenders? 

CATHERINE: Enough of this drivel! I 
will search the countryside for a 
most unusual gift. That would im- 
press the Prince no end, and then I 
could begin to work on him. 

MarGaret: Pooh! 

CATHERINE: I must send couriers at 
once! (Starts to leave, left) 

MarGarer: Wait, here 
beautiful Lady Eloise. 


too 


the 
(ELOISE en- 


comes 


lers, right.) 

ELotse: Good afternoon, Ladies. (They 
bow stiffly.) 
rupting a private conversation. 

CATHERINE: No, not Lady 
Margaret and I were about to take a 
walk in the garden. Come, Mar- 

(LapyY MarGarer looks sur- 

prised but Lapy CATHERINE takes 


I hope I am not inter- 


at all. 


garet. 


her by the arm and fairly pulls her off 
slage y left.) 

Kose: Probably plotting to capture 
the Prince as a husband. (Sighs) But 
then, aren’t we all? They did seem 











W onder 


(Goes to door, 


a little excited, though. 
what they’re up to. 
left, and looks out. Jester and Cook 
enter, right.) 
Jesrer: I still say it 
roast you cooked, but a stump you 


that was no 


had found someplace. At least you 
needed an axe to cut it. 

Cook: Why, you poor man’s walking 
stick, I’ll cook you if 1 ever eatech 
you. (Starts to chase Jester out door, 
left, but Exot turns toward them 
and they both stop and stare at her.) 

JesTER: | don’t know if the awful food 
I’m eating is affecting my eyes, but is 
this our little Eloise from the kitchen 
of Lord and Lady Bustledown? 

Mioise: Aye, Jester. 

Cook: The same who disappeared from 
the kitchen about a year ago? 

MLoise: The very same. 

JesTerR: There has been some sort of 
magic afoot. How do you happen to 
be standing before us in such rich 
clothing? 

KLotse: It is so wonderful that I can 
hardly believe it. (Goes to chair and 
others sit at her feet) Do you remem- 
ber that day last year when an old 
woman came to the kitchen door to 
beg some food? 

Cook: Ah, well I remember. It gave 
the Jester another opportunity to 
insult my cooking. 

I it the 

Cook and I had just planned to come 


JESTER: remember because 
here to the King’s castle and get 
jobs. Then we were going to bring 
you here as a maid so you could be 
near your Prince Roland. 


Cook: We did get the jobs, as you can 


see, but when we went back for you, 


Lord Bustledown told us you had 
disappeared. 

Kxotse: I had not really disappeared, 
but merely used the wonderful gift 
that old woman gave me. 

Jester: That old hag? | thought she 
was begging — not giving. 

E.orse: She may have looked like an 
old hag, but she was really a witch. 

Cook: A witch! That’s bad! 

Ex.oise: No, she was not a bad witch, 
but a good witch. 

Jesrer: Oh, me, IT can’t tell which is 
which, 

ELOISE: She gave me the three wishing 
bags. 

The three whats? 

(LADY CATHERINE appears in door 


Cook: Wishing 
left, and stands there listening, not 
noliced by the others.) 

E.owe: The three wishing bags, and 

They 

pear to be little bags of the most 


they are very powerful. ap- 
common kind, but they are magic. | 
simply hold a bag over my head and 
wish. Then I have anything I want. 

Jester: They are indeed magic. But 
do they really work? 

Kiosk: They most certainly do. I 
used the first one to become a great 
lady, and here Iam. I still have two 
left in my room, but I have not yet 
decided how I shall use them. 

JesTer: Better not leave them in your 
room too long. ‘They might not be 
safe there. 

Kote: They are safe enough. Any- 


one finding them in my = dresser 
drawer would think them only a pair 


No. one 


(LApY CaTHEr- 


of little worthless bags. 
would want them. 


INE’S Lips silently form the words, 





“I do,” then she bows hurriedly and 
exis, left.) 

Cook (Rising): I'm glad you’re near 
your Prince at last, and I hope every- 
thing comes out all right for you. 

JesTen: So do I, Eloise. But tell me, 
could you let me use one of your 
bags? Perhaps its magic could put 
some real skill into the Cook so we 
could have some decent food, 

Cook (Aicking at Jester, who jumps 
up): You little 

Lois: Stop! (eises and steps between 
them) You're still the 
pair, I see 

the 


same loving 
No, I will not give you 
one ol wishing bags, Jester. 
Those bags are dangerous, and be- 
sides, there is a little verse you have 
to learn. 
sTER: I could learn it. [low does it 
go? 
Kore: “Wishing bag, wishing bag, 
Full of wishes, cold and hot, 
Make it true, make it true, 

Just one wish, and fail me not.” 
Jester: Oh, | could easily learn that. 
Listen, “Fishing bag, fishing bag 
MiLoie: Wait! 
but 


No one may use the 
magic me or 


killed, 


Cook: Then we certainly don’t want 


they will be 


any today, thanks. Come on, Jester, 
we must take no more of her lady- 
ship’s time. Remember she is not a 
seullery maid now and it would not 
be fitting for her to be seen with the 
kitchen help. 

Me? Kitchen help? 
after all, you are right. 


JESTER: But, 

We are not 
now of her station in life. Farewell, 
Kloise. 

Evoise: Do you think I am ashamed 
to be seen with my fine friends? Cer- 


tainly not. Come, I will walk back 
to the kitchen with you. I have not 
seen a kitchen for a year — and it 
will seem good to sit by the fire again. 
Jester: You are truly the greatest 
lady in the land, and I know that 
someday you will be Queen. 
EvLotsr: | hope so. Come along. (They 
all exit, right. LADY CATHERINE and 
Lavy MarGaret enter, left.) 
CATHERINE: I thought they would 
never leave. 
MarGarer: Who were those funny 
looking characters with Lady Eloise? 
CATHERINE: 


from her 


strange country, no doubt. 


Noblemen 

| over- 
heard her telling them about her 
Wishing bags. 

MarGarer: Wishing bags? 

CaTrHerINe: Yes. (Takes bags from her 


dress) And here they are —- two of 


them — one inside the other. They 


were given her by a witch. 


MarGaret: How do you happen to 


have them? 

CaTuERINE: I found them. 

Marcarer: After careful search, no 
doubt. 

CATHERINE: Perhaps. Nevertheless, 
they are the perfect gift for Prince 
toland — exactly what I wanted. J 
have sent for him to meet me in this 
room at once. 

MarcGaret (Sarcastically): Of course 
he will jump to your bidding. 

CATHERINE (Smiling slyly): 1 think he 
will come. 

MarGaret: Do you know how to use 
the bags? 

CATHERINE: Of course. I heard Lady 
loise say you simply held one of the 
bags over your head and made a 
wish, and then your wish would 





come true. But wait, here comes the 
Prince. . 

MARGARET: You must have told him a 
whopper to get him here so quickly. 

CATHERINE: Quiet! (The PRINCE en- 
lers, right.) 

Prince: Ah, yes, Lady Catherine, you 
sent for me and said it was very 
urgent. May I be of some assistance 
to you” 

‘ATHERINE: Later, perhaps. But | 
asked you to meet me here now be- 
cause | have a gift for you, and I 
didn’t want to present it before the 
whole court. 

Prince: It must be something very 
special. 

CATHERINE: little trinket J 
thought might amuse you. I know of 
your fondness for strange and un- 
usual things. 


Just a 


Prince: That is true, Lady Catherine. 


What have you to show me? 

CATHERINE: But, your Highness, don’t 
you think I deserve the promise of 
some reward? (Giggles) 

Prince: That depends on the trinket. 
You have always known me to be 
fair, have you not? 

CATHERINE: Always, your Highness. 
But in this instance I want you to 
make me your 

that is 

\IARGARET: Give him the trinket and 
let him decide the consequences. 

CATHERINE: Very well. (Holds 
bags out to PRINCE 


I want to be your 


Here. 


Prince (Taking bags): Oh, come now, 


Lady Catherine. (Laughs) Surely 
this is some sort of joke. This is 
but a 


nothing little bag, hardly 


worth a copper. 
Carnertvne: Ah, your Highness, but 


the secret of this gift is not in its 
appearance. 

PrINcE: No? 

CATHERINE: No. You hold in your 
hand a wishing bag with the power 
to grant any wish you desire. You 
merely hold it over your head and 
make a wish. ‘Then you will get 
anything you want. 

PRINCE (Examining bag more closely): 
Really? Where did you get such a 
wonderful charm? 

CATHERINE: Why uh a witch 
friend of mine gave it to me. I kept 
her bats for a month and she gave 
me the bag as payment. 

Prince: If this bag contains such 
wonderful magic, why haven’t you 
used it yourself? 

CATHERINE (Giggling): Because 
wanted you to have it — Roland. 
Prince (Smiling): | might as well try 
the thing. At least, I have nothing 

to lose. 

MArGARET: You’!] be sorry. 

CATHERINE: Margaret, please! ‘There 
are two bags, your Highness. Each 
is good for one wish. Take out the 
smaller bag from inside the larger 
one and hold it over your head. 
Then, wish for whatever you will. 

MarGaret: And whatever you wish 
for, you'll get Lady Catherine. 

Prince (Takes out smaller bag and 
holds it over his head): | wish that 
the one I love may marry me, 

CATHERINE: 
to waste a wish on that. 


toland, you didn’t need 
(Giggles) 
I’m yours already. Come now, use 
the other bag and wish for something 
else. You may have anything you 


What’s 
Are you ill? 


de--. Your Highness! 


wrong? You're so pale, 





Oh, please, what is the matter? 
PRINCE (Dropping bags): I don’t know. 
(Puts hand to throat) If only I could 
breathe. (Reaches for chair to steady 
himself) | feel very faint. I — ohh — 
(Falls to floor) 
MarGareT: Dandy just peachy. 
Now we'll both lose our heads. 
CaTHERINE: Your Highness! Roland, 
my Prince! What shall I do? This 
is terrible! Help, help! (Starts to 
cry) Margaret, do something! 
MarGaret: I will. Ill leave. 
door, right) Too late! 
King. 


(Goes to 

Here’s the 

(KING enters, right, followed 
by COURTIERS) 

KinG: Is my son in here? (Notices 

PRINCE on floor) What is the mean- 

ing of this? Someone call the court 

physician! (A Courtier exits 
quickly.) Why is the Prince lying 
here like this? 

Marcarert: I think he has just been 
sandbagged. 

KinG: Preposterous! Lady Catherine, 
perhaps you know something about 
this. Were you here when the Prince 
fainted? 

CATHERINE: No— er 
er well, I 


that Is, Ves 


King: Just what do you mean, Lady 
Catherine? 


Either you were or you 
were not. 

CATHERINE: You see~-I-—I1 just 
walked into the room and the Prince 
complained of feeling ill, and then he 
dropped. — It 
loudly) 

Kina: A most strange and mysterious 
affair. I wonder if he could have 
been badly frightened by something. 

Maraaret: Lady Catherine has just 
said the Prince dropped after seeing 


was terrible. (Sobs 


her walk into 


Majesty. 


the your 

You can draw your own 
conclusions about his being fright- 
ened. (Doctor enters, right, with 
COURTIER. ) 

Kina: Ah, here is the doctor. Do your 
duty quickly. (Docror hurries to 
Lapy CATHERINE who is crying.) 

Docror: At once, Sire. (Looks into 
CATHERINE’S wide open mouth) Looks 
like a bad case. 

Kine: No, no! Not her. The Prince is 
ill! Do something for him. 

Doctor: The Prince? (Notices him on 
floor) To be sure. It ts the Prince, 
isn’t it? Well, now, let me see. I'll 
have to check my equipment. (Opens 


room, 


a large black bag he carries with him 
and starts taking out all sorts of tools 
ranging from kitchen to garden utensils. 
He pokes and prods the PRINCE with 
Alas, Sire, I shall 


have to make a very minute exami- 


them to no avail.) 


nation. 

KinG: Hurry and get on with it. 

Docror: Yes, your Majesty. (Puts his 
car to chest of Prince. As he speaks, 
others crowd around and bend over 
him.) You see 

Aun: Yes. 

Docror: It’s like this. 

Au: Yes, yes. 

Docror (Sitting up straight): Vm 
afraid the Prince is dead. 

Kina: No! 
have made some mistake. 

Docror: There is no mistake, Sire. 
The Prince is deader than a door- 
nail. 

Kina: What’s to be done, what’s to be 
done? If I ever catch the person who 


did this, [’ll 


MarGaret: May I make a suggestion, 


Not my son! You must 





your Majesty? I happen to notice 
that Lady Eloise is not among those 
present. Perhaps she 

Kinc: Yes, yes. Where is Eloise? 
Search the palace for her at once. 
Hurry! (Several Courtiers exit on 
both sides.) 

CATHERINE: That’s it. Eloise! Mar- 
garet, my friend, you shall be re- 
warded for thinking of her. 

KiNG: She always seemed like such a 
charming girl. 

MaArGARET: Charming is right. You 
may be surprised when you find out 
the kind of charm she uses. (ELOISE 
enters, right, followed by CoURTIERS. ) 

Courtier: I found her coming this 
way, your Majesty. 

Ex.otse: What has happened? 

KinG (Pointing to PRINCE): Someone 
has killed my son. Do you know 
anything about it? 

K.Lo1se: Good heavens! The Prince — 
dead? 


King: Yes, some person has struck 
him down. 


ELoIsE (Noticing wishing bags on floor): 
It was not a person who did it, oh 
King. I fear it was a bag. 

Kinc: A what? 


Exvorse: Unless I have made a grave 
mistake, I think one of those little 
bags on the floor killed your son. 

KinG: Lady Eloise, you must be jest- 
ing — and this is no time for making 
jokes. 

ELoise: You may be sure I do not feel 
like joking, with Prince Roland 
dead. Those bags are my wishing 
bags, and someone must have stolen 
them from my room. 

K1nG: I am afraid I do not understand. 

KLoIse (Picks up bags): A witch gave 


67 


me these bags. They are magic and 
very powerful. If anyone but me 
tries to use them, they will be killed. 
I think the Prince tried them. 

Kine: Surely you don’t think the 

Prince stole your bags. 

LOISE: Certainly not — someone gave 

them to him. Please let me see if I 

can help him, Sire. Perhaps the 

magic of these bags can restore life 
as well as take it away. 

Kine: Then try it — try it at once. 

EvotsE (Holds larger bag over her head): 
“Wishing bag, wishing bag, 

Full of wishes, cold and hot, 

Make it true, make it true, 

Just one wish, and fail me not.” 
I wish that the Prince might be re- 
stored as he was. (All is still, with 
everyone watching the PRINCE in- 
tently. Gradually he begins to move 
and raises himself on elbow.) 

Prince: What happened? Where am 
I? Father — Eloise — what are all 
these people doing here? 

Kina: The doctor said you were dead, 
and now Lady Eloise has brought 
you back. 

Prince: Dead? I was dead? 

Kine: Apparently. I can’t believe it 
I simply can’t believe it. 
how can I ever thank you? 

PRINCE (Getting to his feet): Wait a 
moment, Father. 
partment. 

KinG: Roland, what happened to you? 

Ro.LanpD: I remember it all now. Lady 
Catherine gave me a little bag 

KinG: Lady Catherine! 

CATHERINE (Runs to Kino and kneels 
before him): I was only trying to im- 
press the Prince, Sire. 

Kine: You nearly impressed him to 


EB 
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Eloise, 


That’s my de- 





death. If it hadn’t been for Eloise 


and her wishing bag, he would have 


been gone forever, 

Prince: Now I am back, and Eloise 
and I shall live happily ever after. 
(LADY CATHERINE sinks to floor.) 

Lose: I am so delighted! Now every- 


All is 
peaceful at last. 
(JestER and Cook come running in, 
left. 


threatening to throw at Coox.) 


thing is just as I wanted it. 
lovely quiet 
JESTER has teapot which he is 


Jesver: | tell you it was boiling hot! 
Boiling! 

Cook KinG): Your 

Majesty, I quit! I shall turn in my 

cap and apron. This man will be the 

end of me. 


(Bowing before 


JESTER: Sire, he handed me this teapot 
full of boiling water, and it burned 


my fingers. 


quarreling. | want peace to reign in 
the kitchen. You two must have 
someone to watch you every mo- 
ment, and I have just the person. I 
am giving you a new scullery maid to 
help you with your chores — Lady 
Catherine! 

CATHERINE: Oh, no! (Groans as LapYy 
MarGaret laughs in glee) 

Kine: Oh, yes! And the only bags you 
will fuss with from now on will be 
tea bags. 

JESTER: I can just see her now. (Holds 
imaginary tea bag in teapot) 
“Swishing bag, swishing bag, 

found about in water hot, 
Steep and brew, steep and brew, 
Make some good tea in the pot.” 
I hope she burns her fingers! 
THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 


IXtnG: Here, here, I'll not have this — from the April, 1950 issue. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Turee WisHinG Bacs 


Characters: 5 male; 4 female; male and female 
extras. 


Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: All of the characters wear appro- 
priate fairy tale costumes 


Properties: Scene 1: Dishes, cooking utensils, 
pan, tray, bowls, bowl of soup, bread, paper 
bag with two other smaller bags inside of it. 
Scene 2: Book, bags, large black bag packed 
with tools, teapot. 


Setting: Scene 1: The kitchen in the castle of 
Lord and Lady Bustledown. A fireplace 
is at rear center, and pots and pans hang 
down from the mantel above it. A long 
table is downstage center. Other furnish- 
ings may be added if desired. Scene 2: 
A room in the palace of the King. A velvet 
drape can hide the fireplace of Scene 1, 
and in front of the drape a sofa may be 
placed. The only other furnishings are 
a few chairs. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Three 


Lower Grades 





Mr. Oul’s Advice 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 


Characters 
RABBIT 
LION 
KLEPHANT 
SQUIRREL 
GIRAFFE 
ROBIN 
OwL 
SETTING: A clearing in the woods. 
At Rise: Rapsir sits on 
looking sad. 
Rappir (Shaking head): 
problems, problems. 
Lion (Enters right): Hello, 


tree stump 
Problems, 


Rabbit. 


What do you know about problems? 


{aBBIT: Hello, Lion. I know I have 
one. My ears are too long. The wind 
blows them and bends them in the 
middle. 

Jon: Humph, your ears! Look at me. 
(LION tries to scratch middle of back 
but cannot reach it.) 1 have a 
mosquito bite in the middle of my 
back, and I can’t reach it to scratch 
it. 

ELEPHANT (//néers): I wish all | had 
was a mosquito bite. I have a cold, 
and my nose is all stopped up. 

SQUIRREL (//nlers, runs around in a 
circle, then stops): You think you 
have troubles, Elephant. I 
find any nuts to crack. 
I’ll get out of practice. 

GIRAFFE (Enters): Squirrel, at least 
vou can run around under the trees. 
You’re lucky you're not a giraffe 


can’t 
I’m afraid 


like me. My neck is so long I keep 
bumping my head on branches. 

Rosin (Enters hopping): Oh, dear! 

Oh, dear! I wish I knew, I wish I 
knew. 

Rapait: What do you want to know, 
Robin? 

{0BIN: I went into town to visit some 
friends and I found this seed on the 
sidewalk. (Showing small colored 
ball of bubble gum) I wish I knew 
if it were good to eat or not. 

taRnBIT: My, my, my, we all have 
problems. Who is wise enough to 

Who can tell 
me what to do about my ears? 

Lion: Who can tell me what to do 
about my mosquito bite? 

ELEPHANT: Who can tell me what to 
do about my stopped-up nose? 


give us the answers? 


SQuIRREL: Who can tell me where to 
find a nut to crack? 

(GIRAFFE: Who can tell me what to do 
about my long neck? 

topin: Who can tell me if my seed 
is good to eat or not? 

Ow. (Offstage) Who 
(As he enters) Who 


who who. 
who. 
I’m 
the one who’s supposed to say who 
He struts about.) 


who 


What’s all this who business? 


who — who. 
tabpir: We all have problems, Mr. 
Owl, and we are looking for someone 
wise enough to solve them for us. 
Wise enough? 
Haven’t you ever heard of the wise 


Own: enough, wise 





old ow!? I am the wisest one in the 
forest 

{aBBIT: You are? 

Ow: Of course 


knows that. 


I am. Everyone 

(He pounds his chest.) 
I can answer any question you can 
ask me. 

{ABBIT: Can you, Mr. Owl? 
wonderful! 
of my ears 


That’s 


I have trouble because 


Lion: I have a mosquito bite. 
Ow: Now, just 
He 
You'll have to ask questions one at 
atime. Rabbit, you ask first. 
taBBir: Yes, sir. 


a minute, just a 


minute. stands on slump.) 


You see, my ears 

the 
blows, it makes them bend in the 
middle. 

Ow: That’s simple. Why don’t you 
tie them together in a knot? Then 
they won’t be so long, and the wind 


are so long that when wind 


won’t be able to blow them. 
taBBiT (Smiling): That’s a good idea! 
(Rappir reaches up and ties ears in 
knot.) Thank you, Mr. Owl. 
{ABBIT runs off.) 
Ow: You’re next, Lion. 
Lion: My trouble is a mosquito bite, 
(LION tries to reach middle of 
back.) It’s in the middle of my back 


a 


see? 


and I can’t reach it to scratch it. 
Ow: That’s easy to fix. Find a place 
where there are a lot of burrs grow- 


ing, and roll in the burrs. They will 


scratch your mosquito bite for you. 
Lion: I'll try it, Mr. Owl. Thank you, 


Mr. Owl. 
Ow: Now, Elephant, what is your 
trouble? 
ELEPHANT: I have a very bad cold. 
My head is all stopped up. 


(LION exits. ) 


Ow: What you need is a good sneeze. 
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That would clear your head. Why 
don’t you sniff some pepper? 

KLEPHANT: I would, but I don’t know 
where to find any pepper. 

Ow: Then try some sand. Sand looks 
very much like pepper. 

KLEPHANT: Thank you, Mr. Owl. I’Il 
do that. (/zits) 

Ow: You see how easy it is to answer 

Now, 


Squirrel, what are you looking 80 


questions if you are wise. 


worried about? 

Sgurrre: I can’t find a nut to crack. 
I’m afraid I’ll get out of practice. 

Ow: Then find a stone the right size 
and practice on that. 

SqurrreL: | never thought of that. 
I’ll find a stone. Thank you, Mr. 
Owl. (Runs off. 

Owc: All right, Giraffe, it’s your turn. 

GIRAFFE: I have trouble walking 
through the forest. My neck is so 
long that I bump my head on 
branches. I wish I weren’t so tall. 

Ow: Then make yourself shorter. 
Put your long neck between your 
legs and make your head stick out 
in back. Then walk backwards. 

GIRAFFE: Ill try it. 
looks through between legs, and starts 

Thank you, 


(Leans forward, 


walking backwards. ) 
Mr. Owl. (/rits.) 

Own: Robin, you are the last. 

Rosin: Mr. Owl, it must be wonderful 
to be so wise! 

Ow: It’s all right. I’m used to it. 
Now, what’s bothering you? 

toBIN: When I was visiting some 
friends in town, | found this seed on 
the sidewalk. It doesn’t look like 
any I’ve ever seen before. 
(Showing the ball of bubble gum) Do 
vou know what kind it is? 


seed 





Ow .: Let me see it. (Takes bubble gum 
from Rostn, looks at it, and starts to 
laugh.) Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! 
This is no seed; this is bubble gum. 

Rosin: Bubble gum? Is it good to eat? 

Own (Laughing): You don’t eat it, 

Look. (Pops the ball 
into his mouth, gulps once or twice, 
then stands still.) 

Rappit (Runs on, stands in front of 
Ow): You didn’t help my ears at 
all. Before I got home, I had an 
earache. 


you chew it. 


In facet, I had two ear- 
aches, and my mother had to untie 
my ears before the aches would stop. 

Lion (Enters angrily): You didn’t give 
me good advice either. The more I 
rolled in the burrs, the more burrs 
stuck in my mane, and not one of 
them went in far enough to scratch 
my mosquito bite. 

ELEPHANT (Enters): The sand didn’t 
make me sneeze. It just made my 
big nose sorer than it was. 

SQUIRREL (Runs in and shakes fist at 
Ow): You and your stones to prac- 
tice on! I tried to crack one, and | 
broke off one of my best teeth. 

GIRAFFE (Enters standing — straight): 
You played a fine trick on me. I 
hadn’t gone far before I had a dizzy 
spell. With my head in that position, 
everything was upside down and 
wrong way round. I kept bumping 
into things and finally had to lie 
down and rest until I could pull my 
long neck out again. 


toBIN: What about my bubble gum? 

Rapssir: Bubble gum? 

Rosin: Yes, he said my seed wasn’t 

It was bubble gum. 
You don’t eat it, you chew it. Then 
he put it in his mouth. 

Rappsre: Mr. Owl, you’ve caused us all 

of trouble. Why don’t you 
say something? 

ALL 
Why don’t you say something? Why 

(OWL 

looks very sad, shakes his head, tries 

When he finally gets 

it open, a bubble appears. 


a seed at all. 


a lot 
(Shouting and looking at Ow1): 
don’t you say something? 
to open mouth. 


Lion: He can’t say anything! 


ELEPHANT: His mouth is all stuck 


shut! 
SQquirRREL: With bubble gum! 
GIRAFFE: He should have known better 
than that. 
because they haven’t any teeth. 


Birds can’t chew gum 
Ronin: That’s true. We won’t have 
to listen to any more of his bad ad- 
vice. (All laugh as they watch Ow. 
The bubble gets 
then suddenly 
Own. jumps off stump and 
exits.) It goes to show that boast- 
ing doesn’t pay. Just because some- 
one 


wobble his head. 


nigger and bigger, 


bursts. 


says he is wise doesn’t always 


mean that he 7s wise. (All laugh as 
the curtain falls.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 74) 





Good Morning, Mr. Rabbit 


hy Rowena Bennett 


Characters 

MASTER RABBIT 

GIRL 
Boy 

Time: Laster morning, at dawn. 

SETTING: A clearing in the woods. 

Ar Rise: Kasten Raperr enters left; 
Gairt and Boy enter right They 
meet and bow. 

Boy: Good morning, Mister Rabbit. 

Girt: Good morning, snow-white 

bunny. 

Boy: Why are you up so early, 
Before the day is sunny? 

Girt: Why do you stand up on your 

toes, 
And _ scratch your ears and twitch 
your nose? 
Qh, do you think it’s funny? (She 
laughs.) 

KasrerR Rapeir 

hat): 


Bowing and doffing 
lad 


his Good morning, and 
lassie ; 

(jood morning, boy and girl. 

You ask so many questions 

My head is in a whirl. (fe mops his 

brow with a red bandanna. 

Now first, 


I’m up so early 


(He counts on his paws. 


Because it’s Master dawn, 

And I must leave surprises 

On every field and lawn. 

I seratch my ears and twitch my nose 
And stand up on my tippy-toes (//e 


does 80.) 


Just out of habit, | suppose. 
CHILDREN: What have you in your 
basket? 
Some clover blooms and honey? 
Master Rapsir (Disgusted): No, no, 
you little sillies, 
Tam THE EASTER BUNNY! 


thumps his chest.) 


Ile 


CHILDREN (In amazement): The real 
live EASTER BUNNY? 
Easter Rapair: That’s right! 
on hopping legs 
I’m rushing to deliver eggs 
To every child in every city. 
CHILDREN (excitedly): Let’s see the 
eggs! They must be pretty! 
Kasrer Rappir (Holding up the cover 
of the basket): A little peek ll let 
you take, 
But do not touch them, or they'll 
break. 
CHILDREN (Pressing close lo get a good 


Te nday, 


look): Oh, see! They’re yellow, red, 


and green! 
Girw (Pointing): And violet and tange- 
rine! 
Boy (Pointing): The prettiest eggs I’ve 
ever seen. 
(iru: For all these years, oh, what a 
task it 
Must have been to take your basket, 
And all alone to make the rounds 
Of every house and all the grounds. 
Easter Rapair: [t is a job, [ must 


confess, 





And vet it brings me happiness 

Besides, | have a magic potion (//: 

takes out a little bottle, and pours some 

liquid from it onto his leg.) 

That helps me hop across the ocean. 

(He takes a great leap. 

It makes my feet as light as feathers, 

So | can skim through sands and 
heathers. (//¢ dances.) 

And brave all elements and weathers. 

CHILDREN: Oh, won't you teach us 

how to hop, 


And make a nest at every stop? 


Boy: We'll follow you with scampering 


legs. 
Girt: And help you to deliver eggs! 
Faster Rapprr: That would be won- 
derful for me. 
I’m wearing out, as you can see. 
But are you sure you won’t be done- 
up 
With such hard work before it’s sun- 
up? 
You children mustn’t have the no- 
tion 
It’s easy, even with the potion. 
CHILDREN: 
trv it. 
Faster Rapsir: Then here’s the 
stuff you cannot buy it. (He 
pours a little liquid from the bottle 
onto their feet. The CHILDREN 
wobble around the stage, and finally 
flop to the ground.) 
Boy: Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 
something wrong. 
Girt: Our legs feel weak instead of 
strong. 
MasTeR Rapair (/elping them to their 
feet): There, there! Don’t be in 
such a hurry. 


Oh, we are not afraid to 


There’s 


I should have told you not to worry, 
If just at first you felt all swervy, 
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And upside down and topsy-turvy. 
You'll have to practice with a will, 
Until you’ve learned a little skill. 
CHitpren (Stall a littl 
_ yes, we'll practice with a will. 
But first, please help us to stand still. 
Master Rapsrr (Steadying them with 
his outstretched paws): There! Now 


wobbly): Yes, 


vou’re safe. Just do as I do. 
CHILDREN (Panting a little): All right! 
All right! We'll follow you. 
MASTER Rappir: First crouch upon all 
fours and creep. (//e demonstrates. ) 
Then, lift your forepaws for a leap. 
(He sits on haunches. 
CHILDREN (Following suit): First 
crouch upon all fours and creep 
Then, lift your forepaws for a leap. 
(They almost lose balance.) 
SasTeR Rappre (On hinds legs, dane- 
ing): Here’s the way to dance and 
skip! 
Step lightly, now, and do not trip. 
CHILDREN (Following him in a dancing 
circle): Here’s the way to skip and 
scurry. 
(Aside to cach other) \ rabbit's al- 
Ways in a hurry. 
MastTeR Rapnire (Stopping and taking 
some grass out of his basket): V\l show 
you how to stop and weave 
A little nest in which to leave 
Some candy eggs for girls and boys 
The kind that everyone enjoys. 
CHILDREN (Stopping): Yes, yes, our 
feet have passed the test! 
Now teach us how to make a nest. 
Baster Rappir (Making nest on the 
ground with eggs): 
Weave with grass 
that’s thin 
Weave in, 


and filling it 


out, weave in, 


weave out, with grass 


that’s stout: 





And scatter clover blooms about (He 

picks and scatters blossoms.) 

Don’t let the little eggs roll out. 
MILDREN (Making the motions he 
with 
Weave out, weave in, 

with grass that’s thin 
Weave in, 


makes and weaving grass he 


gues them): 
weave out, with grass 
that’s stout: 
(nd 
They take eggs from the basket and 
put them in nests.) 
We will not let the eggs roll out. 
Boy: I’d like to the children 


shout 


scatter clover blooms about. 


hear 


When they hunt from east to west, 
And find each little hidden nest. 
Masvrer Rapsir: Oh, you'll hear them! 

Wait and see! 


We'll hide behind the nearest tree. 
But hurry, now you’ve learned my 


trade 


How rabbits run, how nests are 
made. 
It’s getting later, I’m afraid. 
CHILDREN: Oh, yes, the sun will soon 
be rising. 
Easter Rassir: In half a wink, in 
time surprising 
We'll make the trip on tippy-toe. 
He takes the CHILDREN by the hand, 
and they dance.) 
Au: Now off we go! Now off we go! 
From Santa Fe to Buffalo. 
begin to run in a circle.) 


(They 


Oh, see us run, 
From Albany to Washington! 


Oh, see us run! 


With nests and eggs, all bright and 
gay, 

We'll bring a happy Easter Day. 
They run and jump offstage as the 

curtain falls.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Goop MorninG, Mister RapBir 


Characters: 2 male; 1 female. 
Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: Easter Rabbit wears a white rab- 
bit’s suit, a gay-colored coat, and a jaunty 
hat with holes to let his ears through. He 
carries a big Easter basket on his arm. 
The children wear attractive spring outfits. 


Properties: Red bandanna, bottle, Easter eggs, 
and paper grass, for Easter Rabbit. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods. Stage may be 
bare, or there may be trees, bushes, and 
flowers here and there. 


Lighting: No special effects. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Mr. Owt’s ApvIcE 
(Play on pages 69-71) 


Characters: 7 players, male or female. 
Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes; Rabbit wears a brown suit with puff 
tail and a cap with long ears supported by 
wires. Lion wears a tawny suit and a cap 
with a long mane of brown yarn. Elephant 
wears gray suit and elephant mask (two 
players may be used). Squirrel wears a brown 
suit, with a long tail supported by a wire. 
Giraffe wears a spotted costume. For his 
neck, he wears a long cardboard tube over 
his head, with holes punched for bis eyes. 
He wears a papier-mAché mask on top of the 
neck. Robin wears a brown fringed cos- 
tume, with a red strip down the front. 
Owl wears a brown fringed costume with 
cardboard wings, big spectacles, and a 
graduation hat. 


Properties: Colored ball of bubble gum for 
Robin and Owl. Owl should already be 
chewing some bubble gum so that when the 
time comes, he will be able to make a bubble. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods. There is a 
tree stump left center, on which Owl can 
stand. rees and bushes may be placed 
around stage as desired. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





The Whistler 


by Lucile EB. 


Characters 
TEDDY 
Daisy 
CHIPMUNK 
3 NEW LEAVES 
3 FrRoGs 
ROBIN 
THE WHISTLER 

Time: An afternoon in early spring. 

SETTING: A clearing in the woods. 

At Rise: Teppy enters, walking slowly 
and looking into the woods. He whistles 
now and then, as if calling a dog. 

Treppy (Calling): Here, Rover! Here, 

tover! (Drops his voice to a conver- 
sational tone and sighs) I wonder 
where in the world he is. (At about 
the center of the stage, he stops sud- 


denly, stoops down, and picks up a 
whistle.) Hey, what’s this? <A 
whistle the funniest one I ever 
saw. Maybe it’s one of those that 


only dogs can hear. (Gives an ex- 
perimental toot, then looks disap- 
pointed) Shucks! It’s not a dog 
whistle. (Daisy enters from left, 
rubbing her eyes sleepily.) 

Daisy: Hello. Are you a new Whistler? 

Teppy: No. I’m Teddy, and I’m just 
looking for my dog. Have you seen 
him? 

Daisy: I haven’t seen anyone. I’ve 
been asleep. 

Treppy: You look familiar. Haven’t I 
seen you before? 

Daisy: Of course you've seen me be- 
fore. I’m the first daisy of spring. 
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Langston 


Teppy: It’s time you showed up! 
Spring is late this year. What’s 
been keeping you? 

Daisy: Why, I never come out until 
I’m called, and you just now called 
me. I couldn’t just pop up without 
being asked. It wouldn’t be polite. 

Treppy (Astonished): Did I call you? 

Daisy: Yes, you did. Don’t you know 
you blew the whistle? 

Teppy: So that’s what this is! (//olds 
the whistle wp and looks at it again) 

Daisy: Where is the Whistler who 
usually calls us? 

Teppy: He’s probably looking for his 
lost whistle. I just found it. I’d 
like to give it back to him. Do you 
suppose he’ll be along soon? 

Daisy: Very likely. He takes his work 
very seriously, so if he can’t find 
his whistle, he’ll probably come back 
and start knocking on our doors to 
get us up. 

Treppy: That would take a long time, 
wouldn’t it? 

Daisy: It certainly would. Summer 
would be here by the time he got 
around to all of us. It would throw 
the seasons all out of joint. But 
what are we worrying about? You’ve 
already blown the whistle, and I’m 
up. Now I must go and wake the 
other daisies. (Goes out right. 
CHIPMUNK enters from left, yawning 
uidely, and scratching tummy.) 
‘HIPMUNK: Ho, hum! ‘That was a 
good nap. (Secs Treppy) Hello, 





chum. You're new in these parts, 


aren’t you? 


Teppy: [ come here now and then. 


I’m Teddy, and I’m looking for my 

dog. Have vou seen him? 
CHIPMUNK: Nope 

body. I’ve been asleep 


I haven’t seen any- 


Treppy: Does everybody around here 
sleep all the time? 

CHIPMUNK: It’s that time of year, pal. 
We're just waking up. You 
the whistle, didn’t you? I 
have it in your hand. 
Whistler’s assistant? 

Treppy: No, I just found the whistle, 
and blew it 

CHIPMUNK: So that’s it! 


blew 
see you 


Are you the 


I thought I 
slept extra long this year, even for a 
chipmunk. 

‘Treppy: How long do chipmunks sleep? 

Curemunk: Oh, four or five months, 
usually 

Teppy: My, what a long nap! 
should think you’d starve. 

Cuipmunk: No, I eat a lot before I 
go to sleep. Of course, I am rather 
hungry when [ first get up. 
go and get breakfast 
(Yawns and scratching 


I must 

mv now. 

exits, his 
tummy 

Teppy (Turning to look after him): 
Imagine that! Supper in the fall, 
and breakfast i: the spring! (The 
New Leaves enier, walking close to- 
gether and looking around them tim- 
idly. ‘Teppy turns and sees them 

LEAVES (In chorus): Hello. We're the 
new leaves. Who are you? 

Treppy: I’m Teddy. My dog is lost. 
Have you seen him? Or have you 
been sleeping, too? 

Leaves (Nodding 
you called us. 


vigorously Until 


the whistle. 
wish it would call my dog. 

Leaves: We'll help you look. 

Teppy: That’s very kind of you. You 

(Points to right) Vl 

We ought to come 

across him somewhere around here. 


Teppy: Oh, ves 


go that way. 
go this way. 


LEAVES exit right and Teppy starts 

toward left, as FROGS enter, leap- 
frogging over each other, from left. 
They stop in front of TEppy with 
a loud Ba-rump!) 


Froas (In chorus): Hi! 


Want to play? 

Teppy: I’d like to, but first I have to 
find my dog. 

Isr Frog: Maybe he isn’t up yet. 

Teppy: He stays up all vear. 

2np FroG: What an odd creature! 

Treppy: So do [. 

3RD Don’t 
sleepy? 

Treppy: We sleep at night. 

Ist Frog: Frogs need more sleep than 
that. We spend all winter sleeping 
at the bottom of the pond. 

‘Treppy: Isn’t it wet and cold? 

We don’t 


I ROG: you get awfully 


2npd FroG: We're asleep. 
know how it feels. 

3rp FroG: Besides, we like it wet and 
cold. We are always glad to get up 
in the spring, though. It was good 
to hear that whistle again. 

Ist Froc: Is the regular Whistler 
away on vacation? 

2np Froa: Or sick? 

3rd Frog: Or asleep? 

Teppy: I don’t know where he is, but 
I imagine he’s looking for his 

I found it. When I blew 

on it to call my dog, I woke up the 

whole woods. 


whistle. 


FroGs (In chorus): You certainly did. 
Ist Froa: We have to be going. 





2nD FrRoG: We have playing to do. 
3RD Froa: We have to get the rubber 
back in our legs and vocal chords, 


because we’ve been asleep so long. 


Froas (In chorus): Ba-rump! Ba-rump! 
Ba-rump! leapfrog 
right, ba-rumping as they go. ROBIN 
enters left.) 

Rosin (Briskly): Spring greetings, tra 
la. 

Teppy: If it isn’t the first robin of 
spring! 

Rosin: That’s right. I heard the 
whistle way down South. I was 
getting nervous — all packed and 
ready to go, just sitting there wait- 
ing. I see you have the whistle. 
Are you learning the Whistler’s 
business? 

Teppy (Impatiently): No, I’m not. 
He lost it, and I found it. I blew it 
to call my dog, and look what I 
found — one daisy, one chipmunk, 
three new leaves, three frogs, and 
one robin. 

Rosin (Beaming): Me! 

Treppy: Yes, you. Everybody came 
but my dog. As far as I am con- 
cerned, this whistle is no good. I’d 
gladly give it back to the Whistler 
if I just knew where to find him. 
(The WuiIst LER enters.) 

Wuist.er: Did I hear my name? 

Teppy: If you’re the Whistler, you did. 

WuIsTLeER: | am. 

Rosin: He is. 

Teppy: Is this your whistle? ! found 
it. 

WuistLer: Yes, I’ve 
everywhere for it. It’s the finest 
whistle made. No other whistle in 
the world can wake the woods and 
summon the spring. 


(FRoGs out, 


been looking 


Teppy (Sadly): It’s no good to me. 
It can’t call my dog. (A bark is 
heard offstage.) What’s that? 

WuistLer: Just a stray dog I found 
in the woods. He’s been following 
me around all day, as if he were lost. 

Teppy (Fzcitedly): Is he a little white 
fellow? 

WuistLer: With a black patch over 
one eye, and a stubby tail. 

Teppy: That’s Rover! (Starts to rush 
off, but the WuistLEeR catches him by 
the coattails.) 

WuistLer: Not so fast! I need my 
whistle. If I don’t blow it, spring 
will never get here. (Daisy, Cuip- 
MUNK, New Leaves and FroGs 
enter.) 

Treppy: I’ve already blown it, and 
spring’s already here. 

Rosin (Preening herself): Look around 
you. I’m no dream. 

Daisy: Neither am I. 

CuipmMuNK: Nor I. 

Froas: We're real. 

NEw LEAVES: So are we. 

ALL: Spring is here! 

WuistLerR: Well, so it is! (Smiles at 
Treppy, who hands him the whistle) 
Thanks, friend. You’ve done me a 
good turn, and I appreciate it. 
Spring was so late that I was 
worried. 

‘Teppy (Embarrassed): You’ve done me 
a good turn, too. Thanks for finding 
my dog. (Teppy rushes out. Off- 
stage is heard a dog’s joyous bark, 
and Treppy’s shout.) Hi, Rover! 
(Curtain. ) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 80) 





The 


Blushing Bunny 


by Claribel Spamer 


Characters 
Bitty BUNNY 
SALLY SQUIRREL 
Bossy BEAR 
CHESTER CHIPMUNK 
FANNIE FAWN 

SCENE | 

SerrinG: A clearing in the woods. 

Av Riser: SALLY hustles in, pretending 
lo hunt for nuts. After a moment, 
Bossy enters. 

Bossy: Hello, Sally Squirrel. Are you 
hunting for nuts? 

SALLY: Yes, I am. (Looks up at tree top) 
I think I’d better scurry up into 
that tree, and I’! have better luck. 

Bonny: For getting nuts you will. I’d 
rather eat other things myself. Per- 
haps I'll go catch myself a fish, but 
first J 
(Pretends to scrape them on tree trunk. 
Cuester enters. His checks are puffed 


must sharpen my claws. 


out. ) 
SALLY (Laughing): Chester Chipmunk 
cheeks! 
(CHESTER makes gestures, and races 
offstage. BiLy enters from left.) 
BILLY: Hello, 
enters again, his checks unpuffed.) 
That 
I had sunflower seeds that 
Hello, Billy. (Giggling) You 
look funny with your ears so red. 
Sauiy: Hello, Billy. 
He can’t help it. 


has a storehouse in his 


everyone. (CHESTER 


CnesTer: There! load is put 
away. 


time. 
Don’t tease him. 


Bossy: He can help it. 


BILL) You know 


(Crossly): 1 can’t! 


it is because I am so ashamed that 
I keep blushing. (Wipes away a tear) 

Sauiy: You do have an awfully useless, 
silly cottontail. You wouldn’t have 
to be embarrassed if you would 
only grow one like mine. (Proudly 
admtres her tail.) 

Bruty (Looking at his sadly): It just 
won’t grow any more! (Looking up 
toward top of tree) 1 wish I could 
climb up there the way you do, 
Sally. 

Sautty: My tail helps me to balance 
when I jump from tree to tree. 
You’d never make out. 

Bitty (Sighing): I guess you are all 
pretty busy. I’ll just go find myself 
a carrot. 

Bossy (Laughing): A carrot! If you’d 
sharpen your nails on the trees as 
I do, you could eat all sorts of things. 
Who can catch anything with paws 
like yours? 

Bitiy (Looking at his paws): Not I. 

SALLY (Laughing): Your ears seem to 
(She 

away. 


be getting even more red! 
his ear. He 
I ANNIE enters. sees her.) 
Cuerster: If you would only hold your 
carrots in your cheeks, you wouldn’t 


touches backs 


No one 


have to go after one now. (Laughs) 
Are you embarrassed! (Points to ears) 

FANNIE: Hello, everyone. 

Bitty: We didn’t see you. 

FANNIE: Lam glad. I match the woods 
perfectly. The animals that are my 

Don’t tell 


enemies won’t see me. 





your mother, Bobby! (Looking at 
Bitty) My goodness, everyone will 
see you, Billy. Your ears are like a 
bright flag showing all the world 
where you are. (BriLLy bursts into 
tears.) 

Biuuy: I haven’t a chance! 
embarrassed for so long about not 
having a tail like Sally’s, claws like 
Bobby’s, cheeks like Chester’s, and 
color like Fannie’s that my ears will 
never be anything but red! What 
can | do? 

SALLY: Poor Billy! arm 
around him) We ought to help him. 
Here, I'll loan you my tail. (Takes 
it off and pins it on Bitty. BriLiy 
wipes eyes and smiles.) There! Now 
climb that tree and try a few jumps. 
(BLY walks toward tree but trips 
all over himself.) 

Bitty (Unpinning tail and giving it 
back to SALLY, who re-pins it on her- 
self): It’s no use! 
a tail like that, and it gets in my way. 
Thank you, anyway. 

Bossy: Here. (Pre- 
tends to take off his claws and put 

BILLy.) the 
brook, and see if you can catch a fish. 

Bitty: Thank you, Bobby! 
rear of stage and pretends to try to 

Shakes 

head and comes to front) I scratched 

(Holds 

(Bossy pretends to 


I’ve been 


(Puts an 


I am not used to 


Try my claws. 


them on Now go to 


(Goes to 
snatch a fish from a brook. 


my right paw with my left. 
them up) See? 
lake back claws. ) 
Boppy: You 
(Bitty looks sad.) 
Cursrer: Here, take my 
They help you. 
Bitiy’s cheeks. Biuy puffs out his 
cheeks, then deflates them, shaking his 


are just too clumsy. 
pouches. 


may (Touches 


head again.) No use! I feel as if I 
had mumps. If I ever put anything 
in them I think they’d burst. (Pre- 
tends to give them back to CHESTER.) 

FANNIE: I’d be glad to lend you my 
coloring, Billy. 

Bitty: Thanks just the same, but it 
wouldn’t work. You and I are much 
the same shade of brown, but my 
ears stay red because I blush from 
shame all the time. I’m not like the 
rest of you. 

“ANNIE: That’s it, Billy! 

Bobby protects 


None of us 
are like each other. 
himself with his claws, Sally and 
Chester with their ability to jump 
from tree to tree to get away from 
danger. I have my coloring, and 
so do you. That is, if you’d just stop 
being embarrassed. 
Oruers: So you do! 


Satuy: None of us are alike. I don’t 


have pouches. 
Boppy: I don’t have a long tail. 
Satiy: You, Billy, have strong back 
legs. 
Bitty (Looking at his legs): So 1 do! 


(Jumps up and down, progressing 

toward exit, where he disappears long 

enough to exchange his ears for tan 

ones with a pink streak in center. 

Enters again. At the same time, the 
others clap and jump excitedly. ) 

Cuester: Hooray for Billy! 

FANNIE: He’s not ashamed any longer! 

Bossy: He doesn’t have to be like us! 

Sauiy (Pointing): Why, look at his 
ears. They are no longer red. 

Bitty (Mxcited): They aren’t? 

FANNIE: No. Go look in the brook. 
(He does. 

Biuzy: It’s wonderful! (Touching cars) 
There is still a pink streak. I sup- 
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young players to produce, are guaran- 
teed to entertain their audiences, and 
give extra meaning to the celebration 
of special occasions. For two successive 
ears, 1956 and 1957, Helen Louise 
Miller won a George Washington 
Gold Medal for Playwriting awarded 
by the Freedom Foundation at Valley 
Forge. Lower and Middle Grades 

450 pages; $4.75 


RADIO PLAYS from 
SHAKESPEARE 


by Lewy Olfson 


The dramatic suspense and rich lan- 
guage of Shakespeare’s plays have been 
faithfully retained in these skillful half- 
hour adaptations of ten famous come- 
dies and tragedies: A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream, The Taming of the 
Shrew, Much Ado About Nothing, As 
You Like It, The Tempest, Romeo and 
Juliet, Julius Caesar, Hamlet, King 
Lear, and Macbeth. The plays may 
be performed satisfactorily over schoo] 
loud-speaker systems or simply as class- 
room exercises without special equip- 
ment. They may be read aloud with 
or without a dummy microphone, or 
acted out in a fully equipped studio. 
Junior and Senior High 

197 pages; $3.75 


(Standard Clothbound Editions) 


PLAYS, Inc. 
Publishers 
8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 

















80 


pose it will never go away because | 
blushed for so long. 

CuHESTEK: It won’t matter. It is pretty, 
and it isn’t bright enough to show 
you to the hunters or your enemies. 

Bitty: | really fit, and yet I’m me! 
Hooray! (They join hands and dance 

Curtain. ) 

THE END 

PRODUCTION NOTES 
THe BiusHinc BUNNY 

Characters: 3 male; 2 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Characters wear appropriate animal 
costumes. Billy Bunny wears a brown elf 
suit, with a cottontail; at first he wears 
bright red ears, but later he wears brown 
ears with a pink stripe in the center. Sally 
Squirrel may wear a reddish-brown costume, 
with a bushy tail which pins on and may 
be removed easily. Bobby Bear wears a 
furry black costume and gloves with sharp 
claws. Chester Chipmunk wears a brown 
costume with stripes up the back, and a 
long furry tail. Fannie Fawn wears a 
brown-spotted costume. 

Properties: No properties required. _ 

Setting: A clearing in the woods. Setting may 
be as simple or as elaborate as desired. 
There may be trees and greenery set around 
the stage, and a few rocks upstage to indi- 
cate the edge of a brook. 

Lighting: No special effects. 


in a circle. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
THe WHISTLER 
(Play on pages 75-77 

Characters: 2 male; 1 female; 8 male or female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Teddy wears school clothes. Daisy 
wears a dark green costume, with large 
white petals framing her face. Chipmunk 
wears a brown elf suit, striped with white, 
with small round ears and a bushy tail, 
held up by a wire. The New Leaves wear 
pale green dresses or elf suits, with hoods. 
The Frogs wear green suits and white shirts. 
Robin wears a brown costume with red 
breast. The Whistler may wear a tight 
gray suit and a peaked hat with a bright 
feather in it. 

Properties: A whistle, for Teddy. 

Setting: A clearing in the woods. A painted 
woe Pad may be used, or bushes and shrub- 
bery may be placed here and there. If 
desired, the stage may be bare. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Four 


Curtain Raiser 





No Garden This Year 


by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 
WILBUR 
CARRIE, his wife 
Dan, their neighbor 

Time: Saturday 
spring. 

SertinG: The living room of Wilbur’s 
home. 

Ar Rise: WILBUR enters, carrying a 
golf club and a golf ball. He moves to 
center, and places ball on floor. As 
he grips club and prepares to putt, he 
suddenly realizes he has nothing into 
which he can drop the ball. He 
straightens up, glances impatiently 
around the room. With a sudden smile, 
he sees a vase, which he picks up and 
places on its side, on the floor. He 
moves back: and brings the club up to 
the ball. As he 
there is a loud knock on the door. He 


afternoon in early 


swings the club, 


jumps violently. The club barely 
strikes the ball, which rolls upstage, 
well away from the vase. Grumbling, 
WILBUR picks up vase, replaces it on 
table. 
door. 
Witsur (Loudly): All right! I’m 
coming! (He moves upstage, opens 
door. At doorway stands Dan, who 
Dan, 


Again there is a knock at the 


carries several seed cataloques. ) 
my old pal! 

Dan: Hello, Wilbur. 

WiLsur (Grasps Dan by the arm, pulls 


him through doorway): Bounce on in 


here! (Witpur enthusiastically es- 
corts DAN into the room.) 


Dan (Hesitantly): Is it all right? 
removes his hat.) 

Wiispur: Of course, it’s all right! 
(Grins) That knock on the door 
threw me for a minute. Company 
on Saturday afternoon always an- 
noys me. 

Dan (Humbly): Um sorry, Wilbur. I 
guess I shouldn’t have come. 

Wixsur (Heartily): Yowre not com- 
pany, Dan. (He gives DAN a vigorous 
hut friendly slap on the back. DAn 

My next 


(He 


almost loses his balance.) 
door neighbor is weleome in. this 
house day or night! 

Dan: 1 thought perhaps you were busy. 

Witspur: Busy? (Chuckles) Yes, I’m 
busy —- doing exactly as I please for 
a change. 

Dan (Startled): As you please? 

Wiisur (Nods): Cast your optics on 
this, Dan. (WILBUR 
golf ball. With a flourish he moves 
hack, places ball on floor.) 

Dan (Watches Witsur in horrified 
fascination): Wilbur, you’re not play- 
ing golf! 

WILBUR 
practice shots around the house. A 

must 

fore he heads for the course. 


retrieves the 


(Nods easily): Just a few 

unkink his muscles be- 

(WIL- 
BUR swings his putter with gusto. ) 

Dan (Still amazed): Wilbur, [ just can’t 
believe it. 

Wiipur (Pauses): Believe what? 

Dan: I mean 
your wife object? 


man 


my goodness, doesn’t 





Witsur: Carrie? (Laughs loudly) 
What a quaint idea! 

Dan: She always has a Saturday sched- 
ule worked out for you. 

Wixieur: Carrie isn’t home this after- 

I’d still be in 

(Again he swings 


noon. If she were, 
spring training. 
the club.) 

Dan: Wilbur, I hate to mention it 
but this isn’t like you. 

Witser (With confidence): Dan, you 
old slave, I’m «a changed man. 

Dan (l'neasily): 1 declare, I believe 
you are 

Winger: I’m happy and relaxed. I’m 
as free as a juke box without a coin 
slot (Breaks off) 

(He 


You look done in. 


I’m king of my 


Sit down, Dan sit down. 
endicates chair 
DAN (Sits cautiously): Um afraid I am. 
I’ve been assisting the litthe woman 
today as usual. (The catalogues 
are across DAN’s knees.) 


WILBUR 


downtrodden Dan! 


old 
\lways at work. 
Dan: The litthe woman thinks 


Grins broadly): Poor 


Wintbur (Cuts in): Dan, gaze at your 
old buddy. Do / look done in? 
Dan (/esitantly): No. 


Wintpur: Exactly. (As he swings the 


golf club) What would your wife say 
if she saw you toying with a new 
golf club? 

DAN 


Wilbur 

Let’s not even discuss it. 
There’s enough trouble in the world 
as it is. 

Witpur (Triumphantly): 
smart 


(Greatly pained): 


please! 


I’m just 

just smart, Dan. (Using 
the putter, WILBUR lightly knocks the 
golf ball to left of stage.) 

Dan (Shocked, as he jumps to his feet): 
Be careful! (The catalogues fall to 


the floor. Witsur turns to Dan. 
Dan drops to his knees, nervously be- 
gins to pick up the scattered catalogues. 
Witeur takes a step toward DAN. 
Dan looks up with humble apology.) 
Forgive me, Wilbur ——- just a slight 
accident. 

Witsur (Points to catalogues): 
do you have there? 

Dan (Indicates catalogues): 
(DAN rises.) 

Wiisur: Don’t tell me your wife sent 


What 


These? 


you out to sell magazine subserip- 
tions. 

Dan (Smiles weakly): No. Not yet, 
anyway. These are seed catalogues. 
(DAN again sits in chair.) 

Witpur: Seed catalogues? 

Dan (Nods): It’s about time to think 
of our spring gardens, Wilbur. My 
wife — (H]astily) My dear wife in- 
sists I plant a garden, as 
(Smiles with effort.) 
overjoyed, as usual. 

Wintpur (Dryly): Yeah. 

Dan: You always raise quite a variety 
of vegetables yourself, Wilbur. So 
the little woman decided Quickly 
corrects himself) So I decided we 
might send in an order together this 
year. 

WILBuR (Raises an eyebrow): You did, 
did you? 

Dan: That’s why I brought over the 
catalogues. Since we'll both be cul- 
tivating in our back yards again, the 
little woman suggested that — 

Witsur (Cuts in): Listen, junior, I 


usual. 
Of course Um 


have news for you. 
Dan: Really? (With a sad little sigh) 
That’s what the little woman always 
news for me. (Places 


has cata- 


logue s on floor at his sid: 





Wi.pur (Ezpansively): Dan, my boy, 
it’s time you learned the facts of 
life. (After an impressive pause) 
Namely, that I am not raising a 
garden this year. 

Dan (Shocked): Wilbur! 

Witsur: I’m not even planting one 
stupid radish seed. 

Dan (Rises in unbelief): Not raising a 
garden? (With sudden alarm) Wil- 


bur, you’re sick! 
Witsur: Not sick. Just smart. 
Dan: How could you possibly con- 


vince Carrie? 

Wi.sur: Dan, my little eggplant, you 
just don’t know how to manage vour 
wife. 

Dan: A man isn’t supposed to to 
manage his wife. (/Te sinks back into 
chair.) I think there’s something 
about it in the wedding vows. 

Wiisur: Nonsense! (Significantly) Of 
course you mustn’t let a wife know 
what’s really behind your actions. 
If you’re clever enough, you can 
handle any situation. 

Dan (Flatly): 1 tried to handle a situa- 
tion once — unfortunately. 

Witsur: I did a bit of deep thinking. 
Then I went into action. (He takes 
another happy swing with his club.) 
No, I’m not ordering seeds this year 

- not a dime’s worth. 

Dan (After a pause): Wilbur — 

Witpur: Yes? 

Dan (With effort): I know I’m being 
— unpatriotic, but —- (/e breaks off. 

Witpur: But what? 

Dan (A bit breathlessly): How did you 
do it? I mean, in the past you’ve 
always put out a garden for Carrie. 

Wiisur: My innocent little pal, it was 
really quite simple. 


Dan: Simple? 

WiLBur (Neds): I merely gave away 
my garden tools. 

Dan (Shocked): You gave away your 
garden tools? 

Wi.Bur: I gave them to Mr. Sweet- 
berry, the second-hand man. 

Dan: Mr. Sweetberry? 
Wilbur, you didn’t! 
Wixpur (Shrugs easily): Oh, yes, I did. 
Dan: But Carrie? What did you tell 

Carrie? 

Wiser (Turns to Dan): I explained 
to her that I had no garden tools. 
(Grins) | said that sometime last 
fall I’d loaned them to you. 

Dan (Jumps up): What! 

Witpur: I also told Carrie I couldn't 
get them back because the junk 


(Amazed) 


man hauled them away when he was 
cleaning out your garage this spring. 

Dan: Wilbur — no! 

WiLBuR (Kasily): It was a most con- 
vinecing story. 

DAN You told 
your wife it was my fault? (Starts 
to protest) Now see here, Wilbur. 

WILBUR (Cuts in with a grin): 1 said 
you were such a loyal and friendly 
neighbor that I couldn’t think of 
asking you to replace them. 

Dan (Angrily): You know very well 
that I didn’t lose them. 

WitBur (Raises his golf club for si- 
lence): Enough, my boy! (DAN 
sputters, but WiLBuR remains calm 
and self-assured.) 1 also pointed out 
to Carrie that the cost of new tools 
would amount to far more than the 
ralue of a garden. 
with me. 


(Almost speechless): 


Carrie agreed 
(Then WiLBuR breaks into 
a happy chant to the tune of “Farmer 
in the Dell.’’) 





So we’re having no garden this year! 

We’re having no garden this year! 

My scheme has worked, oh Carrie 
dear, 

We’re having no garden this year! 

(He dances, swinging his golf club in 

rhythm.) 

Dan (Shouts): Stop it! Stop it! (He 
rushes to WILBUR, snatches golf club 
from him. Wi.eBwur slowly subsides. 
Dan marches grimly to chair. He 
leans the club against side of chair.) 

Witpur (Grins): Sorry, old chap. I 
suppose I am breaking your heart. 
Can you blame me for being carried 
away? 

Dan: I’ve never heard of such a thing! 

Wiipur (Taps his head significantly) : 
Brains, my comrade. That’s what 
it takes 

Dan: If I’d even think of doing such a 
thing to my little woman (He 
breaks off with a shudder.) 

Witpur (Nods): I know. You'd better 
go right on making a garden, Dan. 


brains. 


You’re simply not the clever and ag- 
gressive type. 
Dan (Still stunned): Vo think Mr. 
Sweetberry has your garden tools! 
Witspur: Not only that, but I gave 
them to him, 
(WILBUR 
stretches 


them to him. Gave 
mind you. 
chair. He 


Best investment I ever made. 


sinks into 
contentedly. 
Car- 
rie’s satisfied and I’m free from 
garden tools and puny seeds. (Grins) 
I can hear that golf course calling me 
already. 
Dan (Stubbornly): I still think it 
it’s unconstitutional or something 
Wipur (With dramatic self-assurance ) : 
You ought to let me work 
I don’t believe 


these 
things out for you. 


you realize how fortunate you are — 
having a next door neighbor with 
such shattering intelligence. By the 
way, Dan, remind me to give you 
my autograph sometime. 

Dan (Sinks into chair): I just don’t 
know how you do it. 

Witeer: I'll think of you often this 
spring, old boy, while I’m relaxing 
on the golf course and you’re weed- 
ing the carrots. (The door opens. 
CARRIE breezes into the room.) 

Carrié (Chirps to Witpur): Wilbur! 

Wiser (Rises, smiles easily): Carrie, 
my dear. 

Carrig (70 Dan, as she trots down 
center): Dan! How nice to see you. 

Dan (To Carrie): I just dropped by 
to — to — (He breaks off.) 

CarriE (Questioningly): To 

Dn: It doesn’t matter now. 

Carrie (Peers closely at Dan): Dan, 
is something wrong? You do have 
a strange look. 

Dan:I think it’s a slight case of envy. 
Carrie (70 Witpur): Darling, I’ve 
had the most exciting afternoon. 
Witsper (Smiles): So have I, pet. 

With confidence) Since we're not 
raising a garden this year, I’ve been 
getting in a bit of exercise with an 

old pal of mine. 

Carrizt (Studies Witpur): You do 
need exercise, don’t you, Wilbur? 

Witspur (Heartily): Absolutely! <A 
man shouldn’t get flabby, especially 
in the spring. 

Carrig (Nods enthusiastically): That’s 
exactly why I did it, Wilbur. 

Witpur: Did what, honey? 

CaRRIE (Swiflly steps to WILBUR, hands 
him her purse): Wait right here, 
Wilbur. (Witpur, puzzled, takes 


what? 





purse. CARRIE turns, hurries to door. ) 

Witsur (Suddenly): Hey, where are 
vou going? (CARRIE makes no an- 
swer. She exits, After a brief pause 
she re-appears. In her hands are a 
rake, a hoe and a spading fork. Ob- 
viously, they have been used.) 

CarriE (Proudly displays tools): See, 
Wilbur? 

Wixsur (With a horrified gasp): Car- 
rie! 

Carrie: These are for you — a rake, 
a hoe and a spade. (She thrusts tools 
into WiLBUR’s hand. Now WILBUR 
holds both the tools and Carrir’s 
purse. CARRIE beams at WILBUR. 
WILBUR gazes at CARRIE in terror.) 
Isn’t it terribly exciting? (She turns 
to Dan.) You'll have to excuse us, 
Dan. This is a little matter just 

(DAN is 

CARRIE smiles easily at 


between Wilbur and me. 
speechless. 


Dan.) 

Wizpur: Carrie! 

Carrie: Yes, dear? 

Wiieur (With effort): Where did you 
get these? 

Carrie: They look exactly like your 
old ones, don’t they? Of course 
they’ve been used, but I got them 
at a marvelous bargain. 

Wier: A bargain? 

Carrikg (Nods): From Mr. Sweetberry, 
the second-hand man. 

WiLpur (Exzplosively): What? 

Dan: Mr. Sweetberry? 

Carrie: I don’t know where he picked 
them up, darling, but think what 
they would have cost new. (£z- 
citedly) That’s not all, Wilbur. (She 
turns, steps through door, and stoops, 
still visible to audience. She picks up 
a hatbox which has been just out of 


sight, then straightens and steps 
through doorway.) With the money 
I saved, I bought myself the most 
adorable new hat! (WiLBuR col- 
lapses into chair, as DAN breaks into 
hilarious laughter. CaRrig£ watches 
in confused silence as the curtain 
quickly falls.) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
No GarpEN Tuis YEAR 
Characters: 2 male; 1 female. 
Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: The men wear sport shirts and 
slacks. Carrie wears an attractive suit and 
hat, and carries a purse. 


Properties: Golf club and golf ball, for Wilbur; 
seed catalogues, for Dan; garden tools (rake, 
hoe, and spade) and hatbox, for Carrie. 


Setting: The living room of Wilbur’s home. 
The only necessary furnishings are two 
chairs and a table with a vase on it. The 
rest of the stage may be furnished as 
simply or as elaborately as desired. 





Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Five 


Radio Play 





Much Ado About Nothing 


by William Shakespeare 
adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
BEATRICE 
BENEDICK 
LEONATO 
A MESSENGER 
Hero 
Don PEDRO OF ARRAGON 
CLAUDIO 
* URSULA 
NARRATOR 


NARRATOR: Beatrice and Benedick, 
two young people of the Italian 
nobility, hated each other with an 
intense loathing that was not to be 
surpassed. She said of him: 

Beatrice: Benedick? He is like a 
disease. Why, he’s a pestilence! 

NARRATOR: And he said of her: 

Benepick: Beatrice? — | 
horse had the speed of her tongue! 

NARRATOR: How they hated, and how 
they came to love, is the meat and 
matter of William Shakespeare’s 
rousing comedy, Much Ado About 
Nothing. 

Music: Light-hearted theme, in 
under. 

NARRATOR: Don Pedro, kindly Prince 
of Arragon, returns to Messina after 
a war in which he has emerged vic- 


would my 


and 


torious. In company with two young 
lords, Benedick and Claudio, he pre- 
pares to visit with his old friend, 
Leonato. He sends before him a 


messenger, bearing a letter to Leo- 


nato, telling of his coming. As the 
play begins, Leonato is talking of 
Don Pedro’s arrival with the mes- 
senger, while Hero, Leonato’s daugh- 
ter, and Beatrice, his niece, listen. 

LEONATO (An old, kindly man): I 
learn from this letter that Don Pedro 
of Arragon this 
Messina. 

MESSENGER: Ay, Signior Leonato. He 
is very near by this; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him, 

Lronato: You say that Don Pedro 
hath much 
young Florentine called Claudio? 

MESSENGER: That Claudio hath borne 
himself beyond the promise of his 


night to 


comes 


bestowed honor on a 


age, doing in the figure of a lamb, 
the feats of a lion. 

BEATRICE (A sharp-tongued girl with a 
sense of humor): Tell me, Messenger, 
I pray, is “Signior Mountanto”’ re- 
turned from the wars or no? 

MESSENGER: | know none of that 
name, lady. 

Hero (A sweet young girl): My cousin 
Beatrice means Signior Benedick of 
Padua. 

MESSENGER: Oh, he is returned. He 
hath done good service in these wars, 
for he is a good soldier, too, lady. 

Beatrice: And a good soldier to a 
lady; but what is he to a lord? 

MeEsseENGER: A lord to a lord, a man to 
a man; stuffed with all honorable 


virtues. 





Beatrice: Indeed, he is no less than a 
stuffed man! 

Leonato: You must not, sir, mistake 
my niece. There is a kind of merry 
war betwixt Signior Benedick and 
her: they never meet but there’s a 
skirmish of wit between them. 

Beatrice: In our last conflict four of 
his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole man governed with 
one. Who is his companion now? 
He hath every month a new sworn 
brother. He wears his faith but as 
the fashion of his hat; it ever changes 
with the next block. 

MeEssENGER: I see, lady, the gentle- 
man is not in your books. 

Beatrice: No; an he were, | would 
burn my study. But I pray you, 
who is his companion? 

MesskNGER: He is most in the com- 
pany of the right noble Claudio. 


Beatrice: God help the noble Claudio! 


MESSENGER: But look Don 
Pedro is approached! 

SounD: Flourish of trumpets. 

Don Prpro (Fading on): Good Sig- 
nior Leonato, are you come to meet 
vour trouble? The fashion of the 
world is to avoid cost, and you en- 
counter it! 

LEoNATO: Never came trouble to my 


you; 


house in the likeness of your Grace. 

Don Prpro: I think this is your daugh- 
ter, Hero. Be happy, lady, for you 
are like an honorable father. 

Hero: I thank you, your Grace. 

Don Prpro: Leonato, you remember 
Signior Benedick? And this is the 
faithful Florentine, Lord Claudio. 

Ciaupio (A_ gentle 
Leonato. 

BENEDICK 


youth): Signior 


(A young man with a keen- 
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edged tongue): If Signior Leonato be 
the Lady Hero’s father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders 
for all Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beatrice: I wonder that you will still 
be talking, Signior Benedick. No- 
body marks you. 

BENEDICK (As though surprised): Why, 
my dear Lady Disdain! Are you 
yet living? 

Beatrice: Is it possible Disdain should 
die while she hath such meet food to 
feed it as Signior Benedick? 

Benepick: It is certain that I am loved 
of all ladies, only you excepted; and 
I would I could find in my heart that 
I had not a hard heart, for truly I 
love none. 

Bearrice: A dear happiness to women; 
they would else have been troubled 
with a pernicious suitor. I thank 
God and my cold blood, I am of 
your humor for that. I had rather 
hear my dog bark at a crow than a 
man swear he loves me. 

Brenepick: God keep your ladyship 
still in that mind! So some gentle- 
man other shall a pre- 
destinate scratched face. 

BEATRICE: Scratching could not make 
it worse, an ’twere such a face as 
yours. 

Don Pepro: Signior Claudio and Sig- 
nior Benedick, my dear friend Leo- 
nato hath invited you all. I tell 
him we shall stay here at least a 
month; and he heartily prays some 
occasion may detain us longer. 

LEoNnATO: Please your Grace lead on? 

Don Prpro (Fading): Your hand, 
Leonato; we will go together. 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Narrator: As Leonato had predicted, 


or scape 





Beatrice and Benedick were at once 
at each other’s throats. But the 
young Claudio falls deeply in love 
with Leonato’s fair daughter, Hero, 
and as soon as he and his friend 
Bensdick are alone, Claudio ques- 
tions him. 

Cuiaupio: Benedick, didst thou note 
the daughter of Signior Leonato? 
Benepick: I noted her not; but I 

looked on her. 

Criaupi0: Is she not a modest young 
lady? 

BeNnepicK: Why, i’ faith, methinks 
she’s too low for a high praise and 
too little for a great praise. 

Criaupio: Thou thinkest I am in sport; 
I pray thee tell me truly how thou 
lik’st her. 

Benepick: Would you buy her, that 
you inquire after her? 

Ciaupio: Can the world buy such a 
jewel? In mine eye, she is the sweet- 
est lady that ever I looked on. 

Benepick: | can see yet without spec- 
tacles and I see no such matter: 
there’s her cousin, who, if she were 
not possessed with a fury, exceeds 
her as much in beauty as the first 
of May doth the last of December. 
But I hope you have no intent to 
turn husband, have you? 

Criaupio: I would scarce trust myself, 
though I had sworn to the contrary, 
if Hero would be my wife. 

BENEDICK: Is’t come to this? In faith, 
shall I never see a bachelor of three- 
score again? Look! Don Pedro is 
returned to seek you. 

Don Pepro (Fading on): What secret 
hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonato’s? 

BeNepick: Count Claudio, our friend, 


is in love. In love! With who? 
Mark how short his answer is. With 
Hero, Leonato’s short daughter. 

Ciaupio: If this were so, so it were 
uttered. 

Don Pepro: Amen, if you love her; 
for the lady is very well worthy. 

Ciaupio: That I love her, I feel. 

Don Pepro: That she is worthy, I 
. know. 

Benepick: That I neither feel how 
she should be loved nor know how 
she should be worthy, is the opinion 
that fire cannot melt out of me: I 
will die in it at the stake. 

Don Pepro: O Benedick, thou wast 
ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Benepick: I will do myself the right 
to trust none. I will live a bachelor. 

Don Pepro: I will see thee, ere I die, 
look pale with love. 

BeNepick: With anger, with sickness, 
or with hunger, my lord, not with 
love. 

Don Pepro: Well, as time shall try. 
“Tn time the savage bull doth bear 
the voke.”” In the meantime, good 
Signior Benedick, repair to Leonato’s; 
commend me to him, and tell him 
I will not fail him at supper. 

Music: Light theme, in and under. 

Narrator: And so Don Pedro, on the 
behalf of his shy young friend, 
Claudio, speaks with Leonato about 
the young man’s love for Hero, and 
gains Leonato’s permission for 
Claudio to marry her. It is after 
dinner, and the assembled company 
consists of the young lovers, Claudio 
and Hero; her father, Leonato; the 
sharp-tongued Beatrice; and Don 
Pedro himself. 





Don Pepro: Here, Claudio. I have 
wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is 
won: | have broke with her father, 
and his good will obtained: name the 
day of marriage, and God give thee 
joy! 

LEONATO: Count, take of me my 
daughter, and with her my fortunes: 
his Grace hath made the match, and 
all grace say Amen to it. 

Beatrice: Speak, Cousin Hero; or, if 
you cannot, stop his mouth with a 
kiss, and let him not speak neither. 

Hero (bh mbarrassed): O cousin! 


SeaTRICE: Good Lord, for alliance! 

Thus goes everyone to the world but 

I, and I am sunburnt: I may sit in 

a corner and cry “Heigh-ho for a 
husband!” 

Don Pepro: Will you have me, lady? 

Bearrick: No, lord 


have another for 


my unless I 


might working 
days: your Grace is too costly to 


But, I 


vour Grace, pardon me; | was born 


wear every day. beseech 
to speak all mirth and no matter. 

LEONATO: Niece, will you look to those 
things | told you of? 

Bearrice (Fading): | ery you mercy, 


uncle. By your Grace’s pardon. 


Don Pepro: By my troth, a pleasant- 


spirited lady 
Leonavo: My lord, she is never sad 
but when she sleeps, and not ever 
then; for I 
daughter say, she hath often dreamt 
of unhappiness, waked herself 


sad have heard my 

and 
with laughing. 

Hiro: So please you ’tis true. 

CLAupIO: She cannot endure to hear 
tell of a husband? 

LeONATO: O, by no means; she mocks 


all her wooers out of suit. 


Don Pepro: She were an excellent 
wife for Benedick! 

Leonato (Laughing): O Lord, my lord, 
if they were but a week married, 
they would talk themselves mad! 

Don Perpro: Claudio, when 
mean you to go to church? 


Count 


Ciaupio: Tomorrow, my lord: time 
goes on crutches till love have all 
his rites. 

Leonato (Protesting): Not till Mon- 
day, my dear son, which is hence 

time too 


brief, too, to have all things answer 


just seven-night; and a 


my mind. 
Don Prepro: Come, Claudio, you shake 
the head at so long a breathing; but 
I warrant thee, the time shall not go 
dully by us. I will in the interim 
Hercules’ labors: 
which is, to bring Signior Benedick 
and the Lady Beatrice into a moun- 
with th’ 
other. I would fain have it a match, 


undertake one of 


tain of affection th’ one 
and I doubt not but to fashion it, 
if you three will but minister such 
assistance as I shall give you direc- 
tion. 

Leonato: My lord, | 
though it 
watchings. 

Ciaupro: And I, my lord. 

Don Prpro: And 
Hero? 


Hero: 1 will do any modest office, my 


am tor you. 


cost me ten nights’ 


you, too, gentle 


lord, to help my cousin to a good 
husband. 

Don Pepro: And Benedick is not the 
unhopefullest husband that [ know. 
Thus far can I praise him: he is of 
noble strain, of approved valor, and 
confirmed honesty. I will teach you 
how to humor your cousin, that she 





shall fall in love with Benedick; and 
I, with your two helps, will so prac- 
tice on Benedick that, in despite ot 
his quick wit and his queasy stom- 
ach, he shall fall in love with Bea- 
trice. If we can do this, Cupid is 
no longer an archer. His glory shall 
be ours, for we are the only love- 


gods. Go in with me, and I will tell 


vou my drift. 
Music: A musing theme, in and under. 
Narrator: The next afternoon, Don 

Pedro sees Benedick 

arber. He arranges to walk past the 
with 
The three plan to carry on 3 con- 
versation that Benedick 
hear all the time thinking him- 
self unnoticed. 
sow the seeds of love in the voung 


alone in an 


arbor Claudio and Leonato. 


will over- 

Thus they plan to 

Paduan’s ear. In the arbor, Bene- 
dick is musing over the change that 
has come over Claudio since falling 
in love with Hero. 

BENEDICK: | wonder that 
one man, seeing how much another 
man is a fool when he dedicates his 
behaviors to love, will, after he hath 
laughed at such shallow follies in 


do much 


others, become the argument of his 
own scorn by falling in love, and such 
aman is Claudio. I will not be sworn 
but love may transform me to an 
oyster; but I'll take my oath on it, 
till he have made an oyster of me, 
he shall never make me such a fool. 
Till all 


one woman shall not come into my 


graces be in one woman, 


grace. Rich she shall be, that’s cer- 
tain; fair, or I'll never look on her: 
mild, or come not near me; of good 
discourse, an excellent musician, and 
her hair shall be of what colour 


it please God. But soft! Here comes 
the Signior 
Monsieur Love! 


and 
I will hide in the 


Prince, Leonato 
arbor. 

Don PrpRO 
scone, however, except for Benedick, 
is played slightly off mike, 


Fading on; the entire 
with voices 


raised so he may overhear): Come 


hither, Leonato. What was it you 
told me of today, that your niece 
Beatrice was in love with Signior 
Benedick! 

CLAUDIO (As an aside): O, ay, stalk on, 

(Aloud) | 


lady would 


stalk on; the fowl sits. 
did think that 
have loved any man. 


never 


Leonato: No, nor I either: but most 
wonderful that she should so dote 
on Signior Benedick, whom she hath 
in all outward behaviors seemed ever 
to abhor! 

Benepick (T'0 himself, in close): 1s’t 


possible? Sits the wind in that 
corner? 

Leonaro: By my troth, my lord, | 
cannot tell what to think of it but 
that she loves him with an enraged 
affection: it is past the infinite of 
thought. 

Don Prepro: Maybe she doth but 
counterfeit. 

LEONATO: There was never counterteit 
of passion came so near the life of 
passion as she discovers it. 

CLaupbIo (As an aside): Bait the hook 
well; this fish will bite. 

Don Pepro: I would have thought her 
spirit had been invincible against 
all assaults of affection. 

LEONATO: | would have sworn it had, 
my lord; especially against Benedick. 

Benepick (7'o himself): 1 should think 
this a trick, but that the white- 





bearded fellow speaks it. Knavery 
cannot, sure, hide himself behind 
such reverence. 

Ciaupio: "Tis true, indeed; so your 
daughter says. “Shall I,” says she, 
“that have so oft encountered him 
with scorn, write to him that I 
love him?” Then down upon her 
knees she falls, weeps, sobs, beats 
her heart, tears her hair, prays, 
curses: “OQ sweet Benedick! God 
give me patience!”’ 

Don Pepro: It were good that Bene- 
dick knew of it by some other, if 
she will not discover it. 


CLaupio: To what end? He would 


make but a sport of it and torment 
the poor lady worse. 

Don Pepro: She’s an excellent sweet 
lady. 

Leonato: And she’s exceeding wise. 

Don Pepro: In everything but in 


loving Benedick. 

CiaupIo: Never tell him, my lord: let 
her wear it out with good counsel. 

Leonato: Nay, that’s impossible. She 
may wear her heart out first. 

Don Pepro: Well, we will hear further 
of it by your daughter; let it cool 
the while. I love Benedick well; 
and I could wish he would modestly 
examine himself, to see how much 
he is unworthy so good a lady. 

Lreonato (Fading): My lord, will you 
walk? Dinner is ready. 

BeNepDiIck (Amazed): This can be no 
trick; the conference sadly 
borne. They have the truth of this 
from Hero. Love me! Why, it must 
be requited! I hear how I am cen- 
sured. I did never think to marry. 
I must not seem proud. Happy are 
they that hear their detractions and 


was 
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can put them to mending. They say 
the lady is fair; ’tis a truth, I can 
bear them witness. And wise, but 
not for loving me. I will be horribly 
in love with her! I may chance have 
some remnants of wit broken on me, 
because I have railed so long against 
marriage; but doth not the appetite 
alter? A man loves the meat in his 
youth that he cannot endure in his 
age. Shall quips and sentences awe 

a man from the career of his humor? 

No, the world must be peopled! 

When I said I would die a bachelor, 

I did not think I should live till I 

married. But here comes 
Beatrice! By this day! She’s a fair 
lady. I do spy some marks of love 
in her! 

BEaTRICE (Fading on, coldly): Against 
my will I am sent to bid you come 
to dinner. 

BreNEDICK (Gently): Fair Beatrice, I 
thank you for your pains. 

Bearrice: I took no more pains for 
those thanks than you take pains to 
thank me. If it had been painful, 
I would not have come. 

Benepick: You take pleasure then in 
the message? 

Beatrice (Fading): Yea, just so much 
as you may take upon a knife’s 
point and choke a daw withal. Fare 
you well. 

Benepick: Ha! “Against my will I 
am sent to bid you come in to 
dinner.”’ There’s a double meaning 
in that! “I took no more pains for 
those thanks than you took pains to 
thank me’’; that’s as much as to say, 
“Any pains that I take for you is as 
easy as thanks.” If I do not take 
pity on her, I am a villain. If I do 


were 





not love her, I am an unbeliever! 
I will go get her picture! 
Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: The next step is to con- 
vince Beatrice that Benedick loves 
her. A similar plot is hatched be- 
tween Hero and her serving woman, 
Ursula, who wait for Beatrice in the 
garden. 
Hero: Now, Ursula, when Beatrice 
doth come, 
Our talk must only be of Benedick. 
When I do name him, let it be thy 
part 
To praise him more than ever man 
did merit: 
My talk to thee must be how Bene- 
dick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice. 
begin : 
For look where Beatrice, like a lap- 
wing, runs 
Close by the ground to hear our 
conference. 
UrsuLa: Even now she’s listening in 
the arbor! 
Hero: Then go we near her, that her 
ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay 
for it. 
(Raising her voice) No, truly, Ursula, 
she is too disdainful. 
Ursuta: But are you sure that Bene- 
dick loves Beatrice? 
Hero: So says the Prince and my new- 
trothed lord. 
Ursuta: And did they bid you tell 
her of it, madam? 
Hero: They did entreat me to acquaint 
her of it; 
But I persuaded them, if they lov’d 
Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 


Now 


And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
UrsuLa: Why did you so? 
Hero: I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man; 
But Nature never fram’d a woman’s 
heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Bea- 
trice. 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in 
her eyes! 
Ursu.a: Sure, sure, such carping is 
not commendable. 
Hero: No; not to be so odd and from 
all fashions 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commend- 
able. 
But who dare tell her so? 
would laugh! 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d 
fire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste in- 
wardly. 
No; rather I will go to Benedick 
And counsel him to fight against his 
passion ; 
And, truly, I’ll devise some honest 
slanders 
To stain my cousin with: one doth 
not know 
How much an ill word may empoison 
liking. 
Ursuta: O, do not do your cousin such 
a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true 
judgement 
As to refuse the Signior Benedick. 
Speaking my fancy, Signior Bene- 
dick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument and 
valor, 
Goes foremost in report through 
Italy. 
Hero: Indeed, he hath an excellent 


(), she 





good name! 
In close - 


limed, J 


[ RSULA aD confide nee): She's 


warrant you! We have 
caught her, madam! 
Hiro (Fading, softly): If it proves so, 
then loving goes by haps 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some 
with traps! 
Come; let’s away! 
Beatrice (Fading on, amazed): What 
fire is in mine ears? Can this be 
true? 

Stand [I condemn’d for pride and 
scorn so much? 
Contempt, farewell! And maiden 

pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of 
such. 


And, Benedick, 
quite thee, 


love on; [ will re- 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving 
hand 
If thou dost love, my kindness shal! 
incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band; 
For others say thou dost deserve, 
and | 
Believe it better than reporting!y. 
Musre: De lightful theme, in and under, 
Narrator: Thus Benedick and Bea- 
The 


following afternoon, as Claudio and 


trice begin to love each other. 


Don Pedro are strolling through the 
garden . . 
Don 


Pepro: Look Claudio. 


Here is Benedick; from the crown of 


you, 


his head to the sole of his foot, he is 
all mirth: he hath 
cut Cupid’s 


thrice 
the 
little hangman dare not shoot him. 


twice or 


bowstring, and 


He hath a heart as sound as a bel! 


and his tongue is the clapper, for 


What his heart thinks his tongue 


speaks 

BeNnepick (Fading on): Gallants, | am 
not as I have been. 

Don Pepro: So say 1; methinks you 
are sadder. 

Criaupio: I hope he be in love. 

Hang him, truant! 


Don PEDRO: 


There’s no true drop of blood in him 


to be truly touched with love. If 
he be sad, he wants money. 
BeNnepick: | I have the toothache. 
Don Pepro: What! Sigh for the tooth- 
ache? 
Benepick: Well, everyone can master 
a grief but he that has it. 
(Laupio: Yet say I, he is in love. If 
he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs. He 
brushes his hat mornings; what 
should that bode? 
Don looks 


vounger than he did, by the loss of 


Pepro: Indeed, and he 
a beard 

(Laupro: That’s as much as to say, 
the sweet yvouth’s in love. 

Don Prepro: The greatest note of it Is 
his melancholy. 

Cratvpro: And when was he wont to 
wash his face? 

Don Pepro: Indeed, that tells a heavy 
tale for him: conclude, conclude, he 
is in love. 

CLaupio: Nay, but | know who loves 
him 

Don Pepro: That would I know, too: 
I warrant, one that knows him not. 

CLaupio: Yes, 
and, in despite of all, dies for him. 


and his ill conditions: 


Benepick (Angrily): Yet is this no 
charm for the toothache. (Fading 
I give you good day, my lords! 

CLavupIo and Don Pepro: (Laugh up- 


roariously. 





Music: Lively theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: And in Hero’s chamber . . . 
Hero: Good morrow, coz. 

BEATRICE 


sweet Hero, 


(Sighing): (200d morrow, 

Hero: Why, how now? Do you speak 
in the sick tune? 

Beatrice: | am out of all other tune, 
methinks. 

Hero (Teasing): Clap’s into “Light 
()’Love”’; 
den. Do vou sing it, and [’l! dance it. 

Beatrice: What mean you, trow? 

Hiro: Nothing, 1; but God send every- 


that goes without a bur- 


one their heart’s desire. 
Beatrice: By my troth, I am sick. 
Hero: Get vou some of this distilled 
Carduus Benedictus, and lay it to 
your heart; it is the only thing for a 
qualm 
BEATRICE: 
dictus? 


Benedictus? Why Bene- 

You have some moral in 
this Benedictus? 

Hero: Moral! No, by my troth, I 
have no moral meaning; | meant, 
plain holy-thistle. You may think 
perchance that I think you are in 
love. Nay, I am not such a fool to 

think vou are in love or that you 

Will he in love or that you can be in 

Yet Benedick 


and now 


love. Was such 


another, is he become a 


man. He swore he would never 
marry; and yet now, in despite of 
his heart, he eats his meat without 
grudging; and how you may be con- 
verted I know not, but methinks you 
look with your eyes as other women 


do. 


Beatrice (Angrily): What pace is this 


that thy tongue keeps? 
Hero (Laughing): Not a false gallop! 
Music: Gay theme, in and under. 


’ 


NARRATOR: At last a week passes, and 
Hero becomes Claudio’s bride. In 
the church, immediately after their 
marriage, Benedick resolves to dis- 

the truth 

heart, and moved with the spirit of 


cover about Beatrice’s 

romance which fills the air, he indi- 

the 
asks of the priest: 

BENEDICK: Soft and fair, friar. 
is Beatrice? 

BEATRICE (Fading on from slightly off 

that 


cates veiled bridesmaids, and 


Which 


mike): I answer to name. 
What is your will? 
Benepick: Do not you love me? 
Beatrice: Why . . 
reason. 
Benepick: Why, then your uncle and 
the Prince and Claudio 


They 


_ no; no more than 


Have been deceived swore 
vou did, 

Brearrick: Do not you love me? 

Benepick: Troth, no; no more than 
reason, 

Brearrick: Why then, my cousin and 
her lady, Ursula, 

Are 


swear you did 


much deceiv’d, for they did 
Benepick: They swore that you were 
almost sick for me. 

Bearrice: They swore that you 
well-nigh dead for me. 
Benepick: ’Tis no matter. Then you 

do not love me? 
Beatrice: No truly, but in a friendly 
recompense 
LEONATO: Come, Beatrice, | am sure 
you love the gentleman 


And I'll be 


that he loves her; 


CLAUDIO: sworn upon't 


For here’s a yritten in his 


hand, 


papel 





A halting sonnet of his own pure 
brain, 
Fashion’d to Beatrice. 
Hero: And here’s another 
Writ in my cousin’s hand, stol’n 
from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Bene- 
dick. 
Benepick: A miracle! Here’s our own 


hands against our hearts. Come, 


Beatrice, I will have thee; but, by 
his light, I take thee for pity. 
Beatrice: I would not deny you; but, 


by this good day, I yield upon great 
persuasion; and partly to save your 
life, for I was told you were in a 
consumption. 

BENEDICK: 
mouth! 
Sounp: Kiss. 
Don 


Peace! I will stop your 


Pepro (Laughing): How dost 
thou, Benedick, the married man? 
BeNeDICK: I'll tell thee what, Prince; 
a college of witcrackers cannot flout 


me out of my humor. Dost thou 
think I care for a satire or an epi- 
gram? No; if a man will be beaten 
with brains, he shall wear nothing 
handsome about him. In brief, 
since I do purpose to marry, I will 
think nothing to any purpose that 
the world can say against it; and 
therefore never flout at me for what 
I have said against it, for man is a 
giddy thing, and this is my conclu- 
sion. 

Cxiauptio: | had well hoped thou wouldst 
have denied Beatrice, that I might 
have cudgelled thee out of thy 
single life! 

BENEDICK: Come, come, we are friends; 
let’s have a dance ere we are married, 
that we may lighten our own hearts 

. and our wives’ heels! 
SOUND: General laugh. 
Music: Delightful theme, full to finish. 


THE END 
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